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PREFACE. 
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In submitting these verses to the public in a collected form, 
I am highly conscious of their many imperfections. They are 
the productions of an occasional spare hour, and have for most 
part abeady appeared in the "People's Friend" and other 
similar literary miscellanies. They do not, perhaps, evince a 
very high degree of poetic excellence ; but the chirrup of the 
sparrow may be as essential to the universal choir of Nature as 
the song of the nightingale. Before deciding upon publication, 
I sent a few specimens of my verses to Professor Blackie, asking 
his opinion, and received the following reply : — 

"KiNNOUL, Pitlochry, Perthshire. 

" Dear Sir, — As Sketches of Life and Character, your verses 
are unquestionably good, and will be read with pleasure by all 
persons of healthy natural taste who have time to look at such 
things ; but we live in an age of great political and social 
excitement, when quiet pictures of the kind you write are apt 
to escape notice ; besides, at all times prose, not poetry, is the 
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great currency of the intellectual world ; the best poetry without 
a recognised name will often fail to find a single reader, while 
very commonplace prose, written by persons of no very remark- 
able talent, will circulate through the palace and the cottage, and 
stir sympathetic chords in a thousand hearts. 

" Sincerely yours, 

"JOHN STUAET BLACKIE." 
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THE WAUKRIFE E'E. 



.* 



^E sonsy-faced wee prattlin* thing, 

How can ye grieve my heart sae sair ? 

« 

Kae jot o' wark can I get done — 
Ye're i' my arms baith late anf ear*. 

Ye surely dinna ken the dool 

Ye gar yer trachled mammy dree, 

Whan thus, throughout the lee-lang day, 
Ye winna close yer waukrife e'e. 

The washin*-tub sits i* the floor — 

I hrocht it oot as momin' dawned ; 
There's scarce a clean dud i' the hoose, 

An' yet I daurna weet my hand. 
There's hose to dam, an' claes to mend ; 

Yer daddie's hreeks I'm wae to see ; 
Yet hoo can I to aught attend, 

Whan ye hae sic a waukrife e'e 1 
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The pat's but newlins on the fire ; 

Yer daddie he'll be hame e'en noo, 
Benumbed wi' cauld, bedaubed wi' mire, 

An' naething het to fill his mou'. 
My clockie fails to tell the hour — 

Wee Eobbie shoved the ban's agee ; 
To keep things richt's beyond my power, 

Unless ye close yer waukrife e'e. 

Frae cot the crue the grumphie granes — 

Alack, puir beast, fu' weel she may ; 
Some half-boiled taties, hard as stanes, 

Are a' that's crossed her craig the day. 
Had I my will she'd" get her sairin', 

Nor man nor beast sud scrimpit be ; 
But naught gaes richt^han ye, my bairn, 

Sae seldom close yer waukrife e'e. 

Yet, bairnie, frae a power Divine 

Thine e'e thou hast, an' I'd be laith 
That ony witless word o' mine 

Sud bring a hair o' thine to scaith. 
Though wark sud stan' I'll keep thee richt, 

An' strive yer fauties to forgi'e. 
Lest I sud tempt the Han' o' Micht, 

In blamin' thus yer waukrife e'e. 

Wee l^elly's e'e, o' bonnie black. 
Was ance the licht o' 6or abode ; 

An' sair's my heart, for, noo, alack ! 
It's closed for aye beneath the sod. 

Puir Benny's, like a bricht wee gem. 
Lies hid beneath the surging sea ; 



# 



THE WAUKRIPB b'b. 11 



0, baimie, whan I think o' them, 
I canna grudge yer waukrife e'e. 

Still safe within my arms ye are, 

Whar nae mischance may on ye licht ; 
Yer e'e still bricht as ony star 

That sparkles i' the broo o' nicht. 
.Though care sud wring this heart o' mine, 

Hooe'er sae hard my lot may be. 
Forbid that I sud patience tine, 

An' blame again yer waulcrife e'e. 
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JOHNNIE M'LONIE, THE QUEER MAN. 

.tSlr^ a quaint-lookin* "biggin*, wi' matted rusli riggin', 

^ That stands in yon muirland sae drear, man, 
There lived an odd carle, far.kent i' the warF, 
As Johnnie M*Lonie, the queer man. 

A whimsical hodie, wi' cleedin* f u' duddie, 
Yet cud brag o' some hundreds a year, man ; 

The feck o' whilk cash was squandered on trash 
By Johnnie M'Lonie, the queer man. 

A big timmer shed he had caused to be made -^^ 

In his garden, regardless o' gear, man ; 
Whar, in chaotic bings, lay fragments o* things 

That were pearls o' price to the queer man. 

There were skulls, nine or ten, o' rude Pictish men 
(Fouk said that their ghaists hovered near, man) ; 

While a couple o' mummies, e'en though they were dummies. 
Grinned grimly enough on the queer man. 

The skins o* auld donkeys, gorillas, an' monkeys. 
An' birds frae the Yale o' Cashmere, man ; 

Wi' a score o' lang snakes, that had wambled in brakes. 
Were a' i* the aucht o' the queer man. 

He cud shaw you the banes o' divers great anes, 
That had yielded the ghaist in red weir, man ; 
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While helmets o' aim were howk'd frae the cairn 
By Johnnie M'Lonie, the queer man. 

Whan addressed in hraid lallans by unlettered callans. 

He pat on a leuk maist severe, man ; 
But gif Latin an* Greek they cud gibber and speak. 

They an audience sune gat wi* the queer man. 

He seldom grew weary o' Darwin's bauld theory. 
Though to him 'twasna simple nor clear, man ; 

Yet sic groping for licht in the regions o' nicht 
Cudna fail to enrapture a queer man. 

Like ither great men he cud handle the pen, 
An' ye'U find, gif yer mindit to speir, man, 

Sax volumes in print, on a weapon o' flint. 
By Johnnie M*Lonie, the queer man. 

But, wae's me ! puir Johnnie, wi' never a cronie, 
'Mang his fossils felt lanely an' drear, man ; 

An* he thocht that a wife wad brichten his life, 
Gif sic micht be had for a queer man. 

Then muckle-mou'd Meg, wha was lame on a leg. 
An' whase aumery was cramm'd wi' guid cheer, man. 

Made barley-meal baps, like moudiewort praps, 
An' tickled the taste o' the queer man. 

Sae Johnnie proposed ; but Meg was opposed, 

Till on her he had settled his gear, man ; 
An' syne they gat wed, an' the life that they led 

Was a'thing but sweet to the queer man ; 
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For Meg, wha was trig, gied his rubbish a fleg, 
An' she looked wi' a roguish-like leer, man, 

As the auld pu'pit domes, an' black-letter tomes. 
Lowed 'neath the kail pat o' the queer man. 

!Noo, Johnnie he pines, while Meg sups an' dines. 
As of yore, on the best o* gtiid cheer, man ; 

An*, if things dinna mend, we will sune see the end 
O' Johnnie M'Lonie, the queer man. 
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NELL NICOLSON'S BAIRN. 

^H£KE was ance a bit laddie that wandered tiie road, 
Wr his backie ill happit, an*8 f eetie ill shod ; 
A bit black-lookin' boxie his business declared, 
While his wistfu' looks tauld ye hoo puirly he fared ; 
On his heid a bit bannet, sae bare an' sae broon, 
Wi' his tousie-like locks keekin' oot through the croon. 
Wha his daddie had been, though, nane cud e'er learn — 
He was kent far an' near as Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

He was nane o' the common ill-bred gangrel weans 
That wad seek uninvited your fireside at ance ; 
The wee laddie was mensefu', an' modest, an' douce. 
An' aye rapped at the door o' the meanest bit hoose. 
An', e'en though requested his trinkets to shaw 
Without gettin' a plack, he gaed peacefu' awa';. 
But the surly reply o' the hardened and stem 
Sent a pang to the heart o' Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

At the hames o' the wealthy fu' seldom he ca'd, 

For their dogs yelled sae lood whan his facie he shaw'd, 

That the wee laddie's heartie gaed throbbin' wi' fear, 

An' sairly he rued that he'd ventured sae near. 

But he ne'er passed a biggin', though hamely an' bare. 

An' they gied him a " piece" that had little to spare ; 

For if aught cud hae melted the heart o' cauld airn, 

'Twas the pitifu' look o' Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

Whan the sky was o'ercast wi' mony a dark cloud, 
Whan the rain fell fu' fast, an' the thunder roared loud. 
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On liis boxie he sat, 'neath some wide spreadin' tree, 
An' was glad o' the shelter its branches cud gie. 
Whan the summer cam' smilin', sae joyous and gay. 
He wad watch wi' delight oor wee bairnies at play ; 
Yet he ne'er joined their sports, for his bread was to eam^ 
An' a playtime ne'er cam' to Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

But, wae's me, ae nicht, when bleak winter cam' roun'. 
He cam' to oor cot door maist like to drap doon ; 
His wee duddies war' thin, an' sae dirty an' torn. 
We had ne'er seen him look sae dooncast an' forlorn. 
0' we cudna but feel for the lanely ootcast, 
For we heard the lood moan o' the pitiless blast, 
As it swept in its might ower the snaw-crested cairn. 
On the ill-happit limbs o' Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

So we took him inbye to oor blythe ingle side. 
An' we gied him het crowdie, an' urged him to bide 
Till a new day sud dawn, or the blast sud blaw by : 
He seemed gratefu', but tauld us he cudna comply. 
For, alack ! his bit heartie was weary and wae, 
An' he thocht he'd like hame to his couchie o' strae ; 
Sae he bade us " gude uicht " wi' a look sae forfairn — 
The last look we e'er gat frae Nell Nicolson's bairn. 

For, though sairly he strove to owercome the rude blasts 
Hift limbs war' sune frozen, an' failed him at last ; 
Sae the broon heath alane was his unsheltered bed. 
An' ere midnicht his wae-stricken spirit had fled. 
Bely ve, whan the wild wind its moanin' had ceased. 
The red sun, as he gied his first blink frae the east, 
Kissed the lanely braeside wi' its green wavin' fern. 
An' the pale frozen cheek o' Nell Nicolson's bairn. 
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JOCK WOBSTER'S AULD COAT. 

1^ auld gaberlunzie, Jock "Wobster by name, 

Was the life o' oor clachan, when he was at hame ; 
For he daundered about wi* his wallets and bags — 
A bunch o' guid humour encircled wi' rags ; 
His breekams were short by amaist a han'-breed, 
An' the croon o' his hat was sewed in wi' white threed ; 
But the thing that sae made him a bodie o' note 
Was a dud that he wore ca*d Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

There were mony disputes 'mang oor billies &t e'en 

As to what the original hue o't had been — 

Gif the ground o't had stood by ae colour or twa, 

Or had e'en been a queer combination o' a'. 

It was weel kent that noo its great motley o' dyes 

Embodied ilk hue o' the earth an* the skies. 

0, there wasna anither in Scotland, I wot, 

Had a thing in his aucht like Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

Oor gentry, wha carena to wear their claes dune, 
Their fashions may change 'maist as aft as the mune ; 
But Jock wi' his coat was mair fickle than they, 
For the shape an' the hue o't he'd change ilka day. 
While the sleeves wad be blue, the breists red, green, an* 

black, 
A haill rainbow o' hues wad adorn the back ; 
An' a daud o' tanned claith frae the sail o' a boat 
Made sonsy pouch-flaps to Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

At the cottar's fireside hoo blythely he'd crack, 
As he o' some dainty bit alms wad partak' ; 
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An', 0, hoc the auld bodie's genius shone oot 

When a trinket he gat, or a piece gaudy cloot. 

He picked up a' scraps 'mang the fields an' the wuds — 

The very craw-bogles he robb'd o' their duds ; 

E'en rags frae the ase-bings, despite mony a spot, 

"Were deemed wordy a place on Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

Ilk chiel' rides the hobby that suits his ain whim ;, 

But Jock's was a hobby that rode upon him, 

Till his sides micht as weel hae been girthed wi' a gird. 

An' the weight o't maist crushed the auld stock to the yird. 

Yet he was contented, an' deemed his coat braw. 

An' kept aye addin* till't, yet took naething awa ; 

Sma' dread had oor sodgers o' shell or o' shot. 

Were they a' clad in duds like Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

When the weather was dour, the wind gusty an' snell, 
Jock keeked like a tortoise frae 'neath his huge shell ; 
An' when he gat hame he aye fell till't amain. 
An' clootit, an' clootit, an' clootit again,, 
Till, belyve, as he drew to the end o' his course. 
He'd a load on his back micht hae foundered a horse ; 
An' a chiel' wad hae needed the strength o' a stot 
To hae sweltered a day in Jock Wobster's auld coat. 

But, alack ! 'neath his load Jock was destined to fa', 

An' the Angel o' Death took his spirit awa',' 

To dwell, beyond doubt, in a warld o' bliss, 

In reward for its meekness displayed while in this. 

An' the coat beneath whilk the auld bodie had reel'd 

Is noo in a museum amang relics o' eild ; 

An' the bodies wha kent him whiles pairt wi' a groat, 

Just to get a quiet look o' Jock Wobster's auld coat. 
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THE CORBIE THAT CROUPIT ON OOR 

HOOSE-HEID. 




'HERE lichtit a corbie on oor hoose-heid 
When the gloamin' shadows fell, 
An* he uttered a weird unwarldly croup — 

Mair aw'some than tongue micht tell. 
An* the sweat-blabs fell frae my broo like rain, 

An' cauldrife my heart's bluid ran ; 
For the corbie that croupit on oor house-heid 

Bodit ill to my ain gudeman. 

Ere my mither's death, I had heard a grane 

Frae ahint the hallan door, 
An* a cauld slimy taed loupit ower my feet 

Ae nicht i* the pantry floor. 
But naught I had heard or seen before 

Made my hair on end to stan* 
like the corbie that croupit on oor hoose-heid, 

Bodin* ill to my ain gudeman. 

The corbie he croupit baith lood an' lang, 

An' I cudna hae felt mair dread 
Though a warlock had waggit his weirdly wand 

To bring doon the lift on my head. 
I hadna the courage to ding him doon, 

Nor had I the power to ban. 
Though his eldritch croup bodit dool or death 

To my leal-he^tit dear gudeman. 



M •» • 



20 THE GOBBIE THAT CROUPIT ON OOR HOOSE-HEID. 



Oil, my gudeman was a sailor fu' bauld, 

An' he had a craft o* his ain, 
That, like the white sea-mew, jinket the jaws 

On the hriny breist o' the main. 
But, ah, alack ! like the stricken sea-mew. 

She micht never mair come to Ian', 
For the croup o' the corbie on oor hoose-heid 

Seem'd the knell o' my ain gudeman. 

When the corbie was gane, i' my dreams I saw 

The hideous sea-hordes creep 
Ower the cauld clay corse o' my ain gudeman, 

A huudred fathoms deep. 
Or, I saw him streekit upo' the deck, 

Wi' a gyve on ilka han'. 
While the black corbie's beak garr'd the red bluid reek 

Frae the heart o' my ain gudeman. 

I ferlie muckle gif my gudeman still 

On earth or sea may dwell, 
Or if some slee mermaid has wiled him down 

To sleep in her sea-green cell. 
There's a veil o' mystery enshrouds it a'. 

Beyond whilk I downa scan ; 
Yet the corbie that croupit on our hoose-heid 

Kens the fate o' my ain gudeman. 
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MYSIE MATHER'S MASKIN'-PAT. 



XJLD Mysie Mather o' the glen 
(As I hae heard my mither tell) — 
A queer auld maid, wha hated men, 

Lived in a higgin* hy herseF. 
Though spinnin' o' her pickle woo', 

Day oot, day in, the bodie sat. 

What maist concerns my tale e'noo 

Is Mysie Mather's maskin'-pat. 

It was a walie pat, atweel, 

Fu' deftly made o' stout white-aim ; 
She'd coft it frae some tinkler chiel', 

Whase howff was then ayont the Cairn. 
An' she had made it sae to sheon 

'Mang ither variorums she'd gat, 
Till naething took oor gudemves' e'en, 

Like Mysie M ather's maskin'-pat. 

The times are changin', as we see. 

For, by a custom then prevaiJin', 
'Twas deemed clean wastrie gif tea 

Was seen in ony puir man's dwellin'. 
Yet there were wives, ca'd " weirdless pells," 

Whase mou's whiles needit to be wat. 
That sleely wad betak' themsel's 

To Mysie Mather's maskin'-pat. 
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Ae day a special browst was brewin' 

That some sic wives micht hae a splore ; 
The Laird, wha'd been some wark reviewin', 

Stepped in by chance at Mysie's door. 
Puir Mysie, then, bein' doon the clachan, 

The wily Laird, wha'd " smelt a rat," 
Took put his big tobacco spleuchan, 

An* tdom'd it in her maskin'-pat. 

Syne, as some slee todlowrie steals, 

The Laird stole oot an' took his flicht, 
"Not loot the girse grow at his heels 

Till he'd gat fairly oot o' sicht. 
Sune Mysie cam', but fand nae trace 

0' wrang ; for, though her big tam-cat 
Had played some cantrips i' the ase^ 

He hadna steered the maskin'-pat. 

Wi' linen newlins aff the whin 

Her buird she spread, wi' dainties croon'd it, 
An' sune a wheen rough jauds cam' in 

An' bauldly set themsel's around it. 
They o' their neebours spak' fu' free, 

E'en some their ain gudemen misca't, 
While Mysie sair'd them wi' the tea 

Frae out her muckle maskin'-pat. 

Sma' ceremony noo was made — 

It gars ane's flesh a' grue to think o't — 

For scarcely had the grace been said 
When a' fell to amain to drink o'fc. 

But, wow me*! siccan consternation, 

/ Hk glower'd at Myse, an' bock'd an' spat, 
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Syne a* roared oot like "bulls o* Bashan, 
" What deil's into the maskin'-pat?" 

They dang puir Mysie ckan dumfoundered, 

Her miickle sow-backed mutch they tore, 
An', deemin' that she sud he loundered. 

Gat rungs an' chaaed her to the door. 
But sune the hoose gaed like a peerie 

Wi* some, while ithers raged an' grat ; 
An' ae hig gawkit gammereerie 

The stroup dang £rae the maskin'-pat. 

Though sick an' sair, their tongues wad wag, 

An' aye they ca'd puir Mysie, noo, 
An ill-faured, wizened, witch-like hag, 

Wha'd garr'd them drink the devils hroo. 
When hameward, hoolie, they gaed haurlin'y 

The story sune gat wind, I wat. 
An' they'd to thole their gudemen's ftnarh'Ti* 

Anent the muckle maskin'-pat. *^ 
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THE PUIR AULD FOUK. 

E kind aye to the puir auld fouk ! 
I canna bear to see 
A time-wom wanderer made the theme 

O' foolish mirth an' glee. 
Ye younglin' brood, on whom nae trace 

0' manhood yet appears, 
Hoo can ye scaith the puir auld fouk — 
The pride o' bygane years 1 

Tm wae to see that douce auld man, 

On crutch that faintly leans, 
Become the sport V yon ill-bred 

Bit striplin' i' his teens. 
See hoo he wags his withered han* 

As still the callan* jeers ; 
Alack ! he's o' the puir auld fouk — 

The pride o' bygane years. 

I grieve to see the puir auld fouk 

By want compelled to cower 
Beneath the disrespectfu' looks 

O' affspring proud an' dour. 
They trachled sair to keep their bairns : 

Shall cauldrife looks an' sneers 
Alane rewai-d them for their toil — 

The toil o' bygane years ? 
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Be couthie wi* the puir auld fouk, 

For, 1 ye dinna ken 
Hoo burdensome a thing life is 

At threescore years an* ten. 
Think hoo ye*d feel gin 'reft o* a* 

That comforts noo or cheers, 
An' slicht nae mair the puir auld fouk— 

The pride o' bygane years. 

Oh ! ye that seem to look on eild 

As little else than crime, 
Behaud awee the ceaseless march 

0' unrelaxing time. 
Oh ! bear in mind that ye yeifsel's 

Hae clasped the hand that seres, 
An' reverence the puir auld fouk — 

The pride o' bygane years. 

I like the e'e that draps a tear, 

The breist that heaves a sigh, 
As wearisome decrepitude 

Or eild gaes totterin* by. 
For, ! my heart, wi' a' its fauts, 

Loves, honours, and reveres 
The mauchtless, feckless, puir auld f ouk- 

The pride o' bygane years. 
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RAB RINKIN. 



AB Rinkin, a pedlar, wha wandered of yore, 

Had a back 'maist an braid as oor big bam door ; 
His Voice was like thunder when it pleased him to rowte. 
An' his waist wad hae girthed wi' the biggesl^' nowte. 
He had neives like forehammers on the ends o' cart-trams^ 
i0^lKb hide was as hard as the horns o' rams ; 
Oor bullies an' braggarts a' stowlins gaed slinkin'. 
When the causey was crooned by muckle Rab Rinkin'. 

He'd a heid like a kail-pat, a beard like a goat ; 

An' he carried a rung like the mast o' a boat, 

Whilk sair'd him, he said, whan his richts were disputit, 

Tho' he'd eithly hae loundered a dizzen withoot it. 

He glower'd through twa e'en 'maist as big as brose caps. 

An' stood on twa shanks micht hae sair'd for pit-praps : 

Frae the Tweed tae the Spey, at carousin' an' drinkin*, 

There were unco few marrows to muckle Rab RinSin. 

4 

Though steeve as a staig, he was thrawn as a mule, 
An' ye e'en micht hae threap'd wi'm frae Beltane to Yule 
Ere ye gat him to trow that a iMng was reality, 
Whan it didna just gang wi' his ain whimsicality ; 
Yet Eab, whan he liked, cud be souple enough, 
An' wi' oor young lasses he bantered an' leugh, 
Till GOT auld wives themsel's wad be smirkin' an' blinkin' 
At the jests an' the jeers o' muckle Rab Rinkin. 
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V oor guid borough toon, at the tryst or the Mr, 
There was nae lack o' fim whan Eab Einkin was there, 
For the rough country chieFs around him wad gather. 
Like as mony nowte broken lowse fme the tether. 
An' he'd bouse an' carouse wi' ilk cronie he'd meet. 
Till he rocked like some ship in distress on the street ; 
An' a score o' wild weans wad be keekin' an' jinkin' • 

Frae tuggin' the coat-taiLs o' muckle Eab Einkin. 

But fate willed that Eab, whase nerves were fa' steady, 
Sud rescue iSae droonin' a weel tochered lady, 
Wha, in daundnn' alang the braeheid wi' her jo, 
Loutit ower, an' played souse i' the water below. 
Her gallant, atweel, being a brave son o' Mars, 
Tried sair to get at her wi' lang palin' spars, 
But failed, an' the lady was just at the sinkin' 
"Whan clutched by the big neive o' muckle Eab Einkin. 

Koo Eab 'mang the stoutest o' swimmers cud rank. 
An' he sune brang the lady fa' safe to the bank, 
Whatir, whan she had somewhat recovered her breath, 
She drew hersel' up, an' declared wi' an aith 
That despite her position, her gear, an' her land, 
£ab Einkin had noo the best claim to her hand ; 
SIb, drouket an' dreepin', she hameward gaed linkin' 
That nicht i' the arm o' muckle Eab Einkin. 

Eab mended his ways, spruced himsel' up, an' took her; 
An' though kindred disowned an' companions forsook her, 
Though the haill country rang wi' their clypes an' their clavezs. 
Yet Eab an' his spouse took nae note o' their havers. 
He cared nae a strae for their birth or their bluid — 
His ain family cud rank frae the time o' the Fluid ; 
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An' the sound o' the gowd 1' his breek pouches clinkin' 
Grar't the flunkies a' boo to muckle Eab Einkin. 

But noo Eab grew douce, an' strove sair to get leamia'y 
An' sune it was seen he'd an e'e for discemin'., 
Though at first he his way through a beuk had to spell^ 
He was sune widely kent as an author himsel' ; 
An' noo we are tauld by oor critical gentry. 
That he'll yet leave his mark on the face o' the cent'ry, 
That new modes o' action, new systems o' thinkin'. 
May spring frae the teachin' o' muckle Eab Einkin. 
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HOPE AN' DESPAIR 

Hope, 

ROBIN sat laneDn a bush on the "brae, 
Whaur a bumie came wamplin' doon, 
An' sad was his sang, for his heartie was wae, 

An' a'thing kythed dowie aroiin' ; 
An' ill-deedy younker had plundered his nest, 
An*^ wi dool the wee robin was sairly oppressed. 

Sae sadly he sang o' his bitter mishap. 

An' the bumie it murmured sae low. 
Till a glint o' sunsheen kiss'd the distant hill-tap, 

An* gladdened the valley below ; 
Then the wee robin tint the dark thread o' his care, 
An' rejoiced in the joy o' auld Nature ance mair. 

He raised, himsel' up, set his heidie elate, 

Resolving nae langer to mourn, 
An' tenderly summoned his beautiful mate, 

Wha was lavin' hersel' in the bum ; — 
They wad mak' a new nest 'mang the leaves an' the moss, 
An' aiblins they yet micht make up for their loss. 

Sae a new nest they made by the aiken-tree root, 

Wi' nae little labour an' pain ; 
Richt cosie it seemed baith within an' withoot, 

Weel shelter'd frae wind an' frae rain. 
Sax wee chirpin' things sune rewarded their care. 
An' tauld them hoo bootless it was t6 despair. 
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Despair, 



K 



A maideii strayed lane i* the grey o' the mom, 
On the brae whaur the wee bumie ran ; 

Her dew-draggled duds wi* the briers had been torn, 
An' she lookit baith weary an' wan. 

Ower lang on the braid briny breist o' the sea 

Stayed the laddie whase bride she was langin' to be. 

The mom broke aroimd her sae bonnie an' fair, 
An' a thousand new beauties had birth ; 

But naething wad lichten the load o' despair 
That kept crushing her doon to the earth. 

Though the gowd-crested sun shawed himsel' i' the east, 

He kindled nae hope i' the lane maiden's breist. 

Frae her lang-awa' love came nae tidings, an' sae 

She wandered baith eerie an' lane ; 
An' deeper became the dark gulf o' her wae, 

An' sairer became her sad mane. 
Till Death, whase chill touch brings the weary relief, 
Put his arms around her an' ended her grief. 

Sae they made her a bed i' the mools 'mang the &ost. 

An* ere a brief mune she had lain. 
The storm-battered hull o' the ship she'd deemed lost 

Grat a place i' the harbour again. 
An' the laddie cam' hame then to make her his bride, 
An' found but her grave on the lanely braeside. 
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JOUK AN' LAT THE JAW GAE OWER 



Gvdewifi 




UDEMA'N", be tentie o' yer tongue, 
Or soberly we'll a* be sair'd — 
It winna do for auld or young 

To speak sic language to the Laird. 
Oif ye be mindet sae to thraw 

Wr those ye ken maun hae the power, 
An empty parritch-pat ye'll claw ; 
Sae jouk an' lat the jaw gae ower. 

Gudeman — 

The truth's a thing, despite a' rank. 

That sudna be curtailed nor eekit ; 
An' Heaven's great Lord I humbly thank 

Wha grants me courage aye to speak it. 
Though you, gudewife, may be content 

Beneath sic haughtiness to cower. 
For nae ane bom will I consent 

To jouk an' lat the jaw gae ower. 



Gudewife 

What wonder though ye grub the yird. 

An' tend the nowte while they are feedin'. 
Whan ye maun hae the hinmaist wird 

Wi' ane o' noble birth an' breedin' ! 
The Laird's gudewill maun be yer way. 

Or dool shall be yer earthly dower ; 
Be warned, gudeman, while yet ye may. 

An' jouk an' lat the jaw gae ower. 



^* 
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Gudeman — 

Though followers o' Darwin say 

That a' mankind sprang frae the monkey, 
"Whan thwarted oor bit Laird can bray 

As if his sire had been a donkey. 
An' think ye I will mutely stand 

While he his wrath sail on me shower ? 
I^a, na ! Til rather grub the land 

Than jouk an' lat the jaw gae ower. 

Gudewife — 

My father (noo he's gane, puir man) 

Though deemed a fell camsteerie carle. 
Was aye content to thole the ban 

O' those abune him i' the warl'. 
An' ye, ye foolish, feckless wicht, 

Indignantly at rank wad glower — 
Ye ken that micht maun aye be richt, 

Sae jouk an' lat the jaw gae ower. 

Gudeman — 

Awa', gudewife, ye needna houp 

That I, like some bit puppet thing. 
Will e'er consent to jig an' loup 

Whan ony coof sail pu' the string. 
What though the Laird's gudewill I tine ? 

My trust is in a higher Power, 
Whilk tells me it sud ne'er be mine 

To jouk an' let the jaw gae ower. 
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EOBBIE MACMEEKEN. 



TJUD Robbie Macmeeken, the douce wabster bodie, 
Tho' he'd ance been fa' swank, an' as tengh as the widdie^ 
Yet wrestlin* wi' poortith, wi' eild, an' neglect, 
Had made him a carle o' little effect, 
For his cleedin' grew scant, an' his pursie gaed toom. 
An' he scarcely had maucht left to wag his bit loom ; 
While the lean-lookin' mice frae his gimel aye keekin' 
Tanld a pitifu' tale o' auld Robbie Macmeeken. 

Though Robbie had kin weel-to-do i' the warl', 

They wadna do aught to assist the puir carle ; 

Though he boo'd to the Paraon, an' stoop'd to the Laird^ 

They never ance speired hoo the auld bodie fiEiied. 

.Sae in his bit biggin' he pondered alane, 

An' dreaded to speak o' his hardships to ane j 

For the thocht that his " bit" he'd soon hae to be seekin* 

Gaed like steel to the heart o' auld Robbie Macmeeken. 

Yet, though mirk his life-clud, it was pierced by ae star ; 
For a winsome bit lassie, ca'd Jeanie Dunbar, 
Whan ithers wi' callan's wad claver an' gab, 
Wad be wirkin' an ell o' the auld bodie's wab. 
She wad redd up his hoose, pat his duds in repair, 
An' gie him a whang aye o' what she cud spare. 
'Twas her kindness alane kept his lummie aye reekin'. 
An' gladdened the heart o' auld Robbie Macmeeken. , 
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But Eab had a son, to his heart unco dear, 

Wham he hadna heard o' for mony a lang year ; 

The callan', pursuin* what seemed hut a shadow, 

Had lichtit, by chance, on a braw Eldorado — 

A fortune he newlins had managed to gather 

Whan he dee'd, an' left ilka plack to his father. 

Wow me ! but it set oor auld gossips a-geckin' 

Whan* the news o't cam' hame to auld Robbie Macmeeken. 

It made muckle stir i' baith mansion an' cot. 
An' Robbie becam' noo a bodie o' note ; 
E'en those wha had treated him ance wi' neglect 
Seemed noo the maist eager to shaw him respect. 
They addressed him by letter, they ca'd at his hame, 
They pat an " Esquire" to the tail o' his name ; 
The Doctor e'en deemed his bit life worth the eekin', 
An sent his respects to auld Robbie Macmeeken. 

The Parson, wha deigned noo to ca' at his cot, 
Said his gear was but guid by the use he made o*t. 
Suggested some plans that the puir micht get claithin* — 
Some projects an' schemes for convertin' the heathen ; 
Yet, though urgent he grew, the auld bodie ne'er heeded. 
But did a guid turn whar' he saw it was needed ; 
An' Mess John declared that nae power o' guid speakin' 
Wad thowe the hard heart o' auld Robbie Macmeeken. 

But the lassie that brichtened his dark days o' yore — 
Her shadow fu' seldom noo darkened his door, 
An' Robbie was in a carfuffle aboot her. 
Though noo he had plenty to tend him withoot her ; 
For he prized her far mair than language cud tell. 
An' deemed her o' a* the maist sib to himsel' ; 
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Sae wlian his auld e'en were amaist at the steekin', 
She was sent for to speak wi' puir Robbie Macmeeken. 

His look brichtened up whan she neared his bit bed, 
An' daspin' her hand, in faint accents he said — 
" I gae to the land frae whilk nane may come back, 
But the gear that is mine shall be thine, ilka plack ; 
Sae ye'll big yer auld father a hoose on the muir, 
An' be mindf u' o' those that are feckless an' puir ; 
£e guarded frae guile, Heaven's grace still keep seekin', 
An' ye'll meet in the Far-Land wi' Robbie Macmeeken." 



3^ 
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THE AULD TRYSTIN' TREE. 



HEEE'S an aik tree that stands at the fit o' the brae^ I 

In a nook whaur the path takes a turn, r 

An' his banes may hae cnunbled twa centuries or sae 

Wha first planted that tree by the bum ; 
But its branches are braid, an' its leaves are still green. 

When the summer winds wanton sae free ; 
An', as fond lovers meet 'neath its shadow at e'en. 

It is kent as the auld trystin' tree. 

Ah me ! gin the auld trystin' tree cud but speak, 

0' the guidly auld times it micht tell, 
When my grandsire was stalwart, an' grandmither's cheek 

Had a tinge o' the red heather-bell ! 
A' their meetings to woo i' the leaf-laden June, 

When daisies bespangled the lea — 
A' the vows that they breathed ere their courtin' was dune, 

Micht be tauld by the auld trystin' tree. 

To the auld trystin* tree, when a baimie langsyne, 

Wi' my playmates I aften wad gae ; 
A' my wee life was then like a blink o' sunshine, 

Undimmed by dark cludlets o' wae. 
Aft there i' the bumie we laved oor wee feet, 

WTiile the troutlets gaed jinkin' fu' slee ; 
Or pu'd the brier-roses an' bramble-flowers sweet, 

That grew by the auld trystin' tree. 
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An' when a bit striplin my Maxy I woo*d, 

Wha was baith leal-hearted an' fair, 
The wee pmnrose that bloomed on the braeside I pu'd 

To twine in her saf t silken hair. 
What to me was the warld, wi' its wealth an' its rankl 

My gowd was the glint o' her e'e, 
As we sat side by side on the moss-covered bank, 

'Neath the shade o' the auld trystin' tree. 

An' tho', when we gat wedded, f ouk said I wad rue. 

An' ca'd my sweet lassie a bairn, 
Yet I cherished her still when her hair had the hue 

0' the snaw on the croon o' the cairn. 
Oh I I cherished her still — a' her sorrows I shared — 

Till ruthless Death reft her frae me. 
An* I saw her laid doon i' the lanely kirkyaird. 

On the brae by the auld trystin' tree. 

Sae, time-stricken noo, auld, donnard, an' dune. 

Still wearily onward I wend, 
Beseechin' o' Him wha prevaileth abune 

To guide me safe on to the end. 
An' when my life-load I at e'enin' resign. 

How sweet in the star-land 'twill be 
Wi' my Mary to meet, as in days o' langsyne, 

When we met by the auld trystin' tree. 
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GINGHAM-AN' T WEEL. 

DANDY young draper eame here frae the west^ 
An* set np a shop in cor toon ; 
An' he bauldly declared that his guids were the best 

That ever frae Lunnon came doon. 
An' alang the plainstanes he gaed prancin' wi' pride, 

For his heid was a gumptionless creel ; 
An' sune he was kent 'roun' the haill kintra side, 
By the nickname o' Gingham-an'-Tweel. 



In his shop he had routh o' richt gaudy-li^e graith, 

But naught that was comely or plain ; 
An' he puffed up his trash, an' did nae little scaith 

To oor young fouk — baith women an' men. 
An' oor wabsters were grieved that their hamilt-made braws^ 

That kythed aye sae cosh-like an' weel, 
Sud be forced to mak' room for the wirthless gewgaws 

O* a dandy like Gingham-an'-TweeL 

He had ribbons that vied wi' the sun-tinted cluds 

Spread alang his big winnocks in raws, 
Whaur a wheen timmer weans stood buskit in duds, 

like bogles for fearin' the craws. 
Up against the back wa' stood a big keekin'-glass. 

That wad shaw you frae heid to the heel; 
An' gentle an' simple, Pm laith to confess, 

Gied their custom to Gingham-an'-TweeL 
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That the fouk micht a' ken o' his " gentlemen's Tweeds," 

An his " ladies* nicht-dresses wi* frills," 
The bellman gaed toutin' lang jaw-breakin' screeds, 

An' the haill toon was papered wi' bills. 
Oor newspaper fouk, frae the " we" at the tap 

A' doon to the meanest bit deil, 
Pm sure wad hae deemed it an unco mishap 

To hae pairtit wi* Gingham-an*-TweeL 

That the silk, whilk he bragged o' as being sae rare. 

Was cheap there was nane cud dispute ; 
Yet those that cud judge o't were kent to declare 

That mair than twa-thirds o*t was jute. 
Though his claes were the slimmest that ever ye saw. 

They were new-fangled aye, an' genteel ; 
An' oor dandies, nae doot, thocht themsel's unco braw, 

r the trappings o' Gingham-an'-Tweel. 

Yer gentles micht boast o' their j&ne linen sarks. 

We'd a substitute noo that was cheaper ; 
For Gingham-an'-Tweel supplied a' oor young sparks 

Wi *' collars" an' " fronts" made o' paper. 
There were "bustles" to set oot oor young ladies' backs, 

nk ane like a big mussel creel ; 
An " hair-pads" to gar their heids leuk like hay stacks, 

r the shop o' gay Gingham-an'-Tweel. 

Sae he sturtit about, an' on pufTery spent 

A hunner guid notes i' the year, 
Till maist fouk discovered that he was intent 

On pufiGbag them oot o' their gear. 
Syne alake ! when a dandy wad enter his shop 

The laddies wad after him squeal ; 
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Weel kennin' that nane but a fule or a fop i 

Wad hae dealings wi* Gingham-an'-TweeL 

But, belyye, oor auld wives gathered roond him in clans, 

An' ca'd him a cheat an a' loon ; 
An' the younkers turned oot wi' oor auld pats an' pans^ 

An' reeshled him oot o' the toon. 
His career here amang us thus came to a dose ; 

An' may ilk sic-like son o' the deil 
That shall daur to insult us wi' shams or wi' shows 

Just be treated like Gingham-an'-Tweel ! 
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A WAIL FRAE A WAE HEART. 



LO'E the blithesome siller moon, 
0' hygane days to me she speaks, 
An' lifts my heart life's cares aboon, 

As through my shattered pane she keeks. 

She speaks to me, evoking dreams 

0' joys wherein I had a part, 
When sporting 'neath her sparkling beams, 

Ere guile had stained my youthf u' heart. 

Nae joy shall thrill my bosom mair — 
My blissfu' hour o* life's gane by ; 

An' noo the hand o' grim Despair 

Wrings frae my heart f u' mony a sigh* 

O, gie me back my youthfu* days — • 
What joy 'twad to my bosom gie 

To roam again life's guileless ways, 
Whar ilka ane was kind to me. 

To share again the natal bower — 
My father's joy,, my mither's pride. 

Untainted as the sweetest flower 
That sips the dews o' morning tide. 

O, gie me back that blisslu' nicht 
I wandered by my Willie's side 
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When, 'neath the stamies lowin* bright, 
He spier'd gin I wad be his bride ! 

Ae wanton, witless word o' mine 

8nne turned my Willie's heart frae me ; 

An* muckle grief an* dool sinsyne 
It*s been my weary lot to dree. 

A chiel*, wha awned baith land an' gear. 
Persuaded me, I*m sad to tell, 

That to his heart I was mair dear 
Than aught on earth — e*en life itsel*. 

By things maist sacred afb he vowed 
To cherish me while life sud last. 

Syne tempted me with glittering gowd. 
Till innocence fr&e me had passed. 

Then, when he'd gat me in his power, 
The lowe o* love gaed frae his e'e. 

His haughty glances made me cower 
At e*ening by the trystin' tree. 

He made me theme o' mony a jeer, 
Misca*d me for my lack o* speech, 

An* said I cared but for his gear^ 
Ae plack o* whilk I ne*er micht reach. 

But 1 he didna fash me lang — 
He socht a hame ayont the sea ; 

An' bitter, bitter was the pang 
His treachery had brocht on me. 



I 
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My tale I feared to tell at hame, 

Though knger noo it wadna keep ; 
I socht the tarn to hide my shame 

In its black bosom, dank an' deep. 

Yet o' my sinfu' purpose rued 

Ere I had reached the fatal bnnk — 
Before me was the draught Td breVd, 

Twas cowardice if I didna drink. 

Sae hame again my steps I wend, 

Eesolved whatever sud be my fa' — 
Gif Heaven the needfu* strength wad lend — 

To tell my parents o* it a*. 

They for my weal fu* lang had yearned. 

An* frantic noo wi* grief becam', 
When frae my sinfu* lips they learned 

That frae their flock had strayed a lam\ 

Wi' tears I begged them to forgie, 

Whilk moved my mither to the core ; 
But father^s heart was proud, and he 

Drove me, f u' hdpless, frae his door. 

A kindly neeboi took me in, 

An' there my bairn first saw the licht ; 

Less hatefu* noo appeared my sin — 
The wee thing seemed sae pure an' bricht. 

Sud aught its purity e'er soil, 

I hoped I ne'er micht live to see't ; 
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I prayed to Heaven for strength to toil/ 
That decent upbring I micht gie't. 

An' nooy cast oot f rae hame an' kin, / 

I socht the toon wi' mony fears ; 
An' here sinsyne, 'mid dust an' din, 

I've toiled, while dreichly dragged the yearsX 

But noo my laddie's growin> fu' big, 
An' though I'm scrampit unco sair^ 

I keep him aye baith hale an' trig, 
An' do my best to gie him lair. 

But hardship wrests my strength awa* — "^ 
Kor better day seems like to dawn ; 

Yet I maun sprackle through it a', 
An' reap as I mysel' hae sawn. 

Tak' heed, ye maidens young an' fair, 
Ke'er trust what guilefu' men may say; 

Their sweet words aft become a snare 
To lure your simple hearts astray. •^ 

Oh ! ye are like the virgin snaw, 

That warstles through the winter sky — 

Sae pure an' bricht, but gin ye fa', 
Ye trodden i' the mire maun lie ! 
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do't an' be dune wi't. 45 



DOT AN' BE DUNE WIT. 




'OW me, Jamie lad, but ye're dreigh i' the draw, 
I wonner that ye wad be huly aye haurlin' ; 
They've gat weddit langsyne that were weanies fu' sma* 
On the day ye first kent me, an' ca'd me yer darlin'. 
0' courtin* I've surely had mair than my share, 

Through ten dreary towmonds I've wastit my shoon wi't ; 
An* noo I am maist at the brink o' despair — 

Sae gif ye mean to tak' me, just do't an' be dune wi't. 

Ye ferlie atweel that my patience I tine, 

Yet keep me aye waitin' withoot ony rizzen ; 
Had I ta'en fouk's advice, I'd be^n marrit langsjrne — 

0' offers I'm sure I've had mair than a dizzen. 
Wi' my constitution it disna agree, 

Skelpin' through thick an' thin, frae Janwar* to June wi't ; 
Sae if my gudeman ye are mindit to be, 

Oet me beukit at ance just, an' do't an' be dune wi't. 



I was ance weel providit, an' deemed mysel' thrang, 

A-boukin' an' bleachin' haill wabs o' new sheetin' ; 
But, wae's me ! they've lain i' my kist-neuk sae lang 

That the mice an' the moths hae them noo feckly eaten. 
Sae, Jamie, be coonsel'd, an' mind what I say — 

For my bit heartie gangs sair oot o' tune wi't — 
Ye'U never be better prepared than to-day ; 

Sae awa' to the Clerk noo, an' do't an' be dune wi't. 
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Ye say that my cheek has a tinge o' the rose. 

My breist an' my broo ye compare wi* the lily, 
My e'e wi* the brichtest wee starnie that throws 

Its lustre around when the e'enin's are chilly. 
Ye speak o' my virtue, my beauty, my grace, 

As if I were an angel a' sheenin' abune wi't ; 
Gin a* this be true I am weel worth a place 

By yer blythe ingleside — sae just dot an* be dune wi't. 

My beauty, alack I has noo reached its noonday — 

I hae tint the sweet blush o* life's young morning splendour ; 
An' muckle I fear that ye mean to delay 

Till Fm wrinkled an* dun as the auld Witch o' Endor. 
Sae I hae determined nae langer to wait. 

Ye maun e'en spoil the horn gif ye'U no mak' a spune wi*t ; 
Then tak' me at ance, or just gang yer ain gait. 

For this wearisome wooin' I e'en maun hae dune wi't. 
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SWEET is the dawn o* the merry May mom, 
When the wee flowers are oot in the valley, 
When the robin sits chirpin* upo' the green thorn, 

An' the young lambs are sportin* sae gaily ; 
Bat dearer to me is the blythe e'enin' hour, 

When the wee stamies keek through the cary, 
For then my heart lowes wi' love's witdhin* power, 
As I wander alane wi' my Mary. 

Doon whar yon auld aik throws its branches across 

The wee bumie that wamples sae clearly, 
There's no a bit tuft o' the green yieldin' moss 

But reminds me o' her I lo'e dearly ; 
For there, when the Sun tines himsel' i' the west, 

Unseen 'mang the shadows I tarry, 
Till I hear the leaves rustle, an' ken they are pressed 

By the wee genty fit o' my Mary. 

Her hair is the hue o' the sun-tainted clud 

That skims the broad breist o' the ocean; 
Her cheeks hae a tinge o' the tiny rose-bud, 

When the momin' sheds tears o' emotion ; 
Her e'en are like diamonds ; an' she's endowed 

Wi' a spirit sae joyous an' airy. 
There's naught in this warl', wi' a' its red gowd. 

That wad tempt me frae lovin' my Mary. 
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Some damsels, decked oot i' their cleedin' sae fine, 

Though they dazzle your e'en wi' their splendour, 
Lack what I maist prize in this lassie o* mine — 

The hit heartie, sae leal an' sae tender. 
An', Oh ! my young life seems sae huoyant wi' "bliss. 

When she glides hy my side like a fairy, 
That I maist cud venture to steal a hit kiss 

Frae the sweet rosy lips o' my Mary. 

I h^e nae desire 'mang the wealthy to rank, 

Nor in quest o* false pleasures to journey ; 
Gie me a hit heild on the moss-covered bank, 

By the auld hrig that spans the wee bumie, 
An* there let me dwell wi' the lass I lo'e hest, 

Wha's constancy never will vary. 
Till life's e'enin' hour, wi* its prospect o' rest, 

Fa' fu' sweetly on me an' my Mary. 
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RIM Winter ance mair wields his sceptre o* aim. 
An* frae his big wallet he whitens the cairn ; 
He has blustered an' banged till the wee wudland bird 
Downa sing, nor the flower lift its heid frae the yird. 
His blasts, that hae blighted baith muirland an* mead, 
May roar themsel's wud i' oor auld chimla-heid ; 
For though gruesome an* grim be the scowl o' his mien. 
Hell no mar the joys o* oor Fireside at e*en. 

blythe were oor hearts i* the days o* langsyne, 
When ye, my sweet wife, had but newlins been mine ; 
Though oor share o' the warl* was fu* scrimp an* f u* sma'. 
We were pleased wi* oor lot, an' gat warsled awa*. 
What were riches to us 1 Oor life's end cud be sair*d 
I* the wee divot hoose we had coft frae the laird ; 
Nae chaumer o' state or braw bower o* a queen 
Cud hae yielded mair bliss than oor Fireside at e'en. 

There was bustle enough whan oor baimies were wee, 
An* roun* the hearth loupit an* frolicked wi' glee ; 
When grannie wad teach them their guid words to lisp. 
Or tell them queer stories o' Will o' the Wisp. 
WKiles roun* her auld creepie the totties wad rin, 
To hear her wheel birr when she ettled to spin ; 
Weel micht the auld bodie dung doited hae been 
Wi* the clamour they made by oor Fireside at e*en. 
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Whan the auld gowkoo-clock wad gie wamin* o' ten. 
Then the table was set an* the big Bulk brocht ben ; 
An' bricht was the joy-beam that lowed on ilk face, 
As we read the bless'd message o* mercy an' grace. 
Whiles oor spirits wad wander the regions on high, 
Wi' Him in whase loof the great waters may lie ; 
An' naught that was guilefu', impure, or unclean 
Had a place in oor thochts by oor Fireside at e'en. 

But oor merry May-time, wi* its blossoms sae rife. 
Has gien i»lace to the murky December o' life ; 
An' noo, whan oor bairns hae gat up i' the warl', 
Ye're a frail, feckless stock — I'm a dune donnert carL 
But though oor life-wheels maun noo slip oot o' gear, 
We keep oor hearts licht, for we've naething to fear; 
An' nae stamie in a' the wide welkin may sheen 
Wi' a lustre mair bricht than oor Fireside at e'en. 

Sae we feama the Winter, though dark be his scowl, 
Kor fear we his kindred around him that howl ; 
Though they blaw oot oor crusie, sae nearly gane dry, 
There's a crusie Divine that awaits us on high. 
Then, free frae this warl', wi' its cankers an' cares, 
Frae the wearisome turmoil o' human affairs. 
We will mingle in bliss mair endurin', I ween, 
Than aught we e'er kent by oor Fireside at e'en. 
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f^ANG Peter Swankie, o* the East Ferryden, 

■'5=^ "Was kent as a hero 'mang seafarin* men ; 

For his hand wad still do, an' his heart wad still dare, 

Whar legions o' ithers wad yield to despair. 

Twa ells an' a hittock he stood i' his shoon, 

An' his face was as red as a nor'-west moon, 

A big ham-pan cramm'd wi' the gumption o' ten 

Had lang Peter Swankie o' the East Ferryden. 

Was a ship in distress, Peter aye was fn' staunch, 
An' was foremaist o' a' aye the lifeboat to launch ; 
The sea micht rin wud, but lang Peter wad breist her, 
Though richt i' his teeth growl'd the gurlie north-easter. 
Whan the Geordie brig ran on the Clootie's-tail reef^ 
Wi' a raip roun' his waist he swam to the relief 
0' the perishin' crew, wha had met a sad en* 
But for brave Peter Swankie o' East Ferryden. 

His bit wife — Peter's Jeanie — a trig leukin' dame. 
Was the pride o' his heart an' the licht o' his hame ; 
She baitit his lines, an' leuk'd after his gearin', 
While he ower the billows his course wad be steerin'. 
Kind-heartit was Peter, though sma' was his store. 
The beggar gaed seldom unsair'd frae his door ; 
An* laith aye to borrow, yet ready to len', 
Was lang Peter Swankie o' the East Ferryden. 
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The craft o' a fisher he plied wi* success, 

An* aften his rivals were forced to confess 

That cod, ling, an' haddocks, skate, turbot, an' flukes, 

"Were eager alike aye to swallow his hooks. 

The auld fouk, hehaudin' his talents atweel, 

Deem'd him kinsman to Neptune, the sea-god or de'il ; 

For routh o* beuk lair, wi' some skill o* the pen. 

Had lang Peter Swankie o* the East Ferryden. 

But wae's me ! ae nicht Peter teuk to the sea, 
Whan the wind veerin' roun* pat the shore on his lee ; 
An* the sea, waxin' wild, sent her billows sae high 
That their foam-crested taps kissed the cluds o' the sky. 
His boat, that had weather*d fu* mony rough winters. 
Wad noo like a spill-box be driven to splinters ; 
An' aid frae the shore it was hopeless to sen' 
To lang Peter Swankie o* the East Ferryden. 

When the wrath o' the Storm Fiend belyve had run oot, 

Then Jeanie, puir bodie, had never a doot 

But that Peter lay streekit as stiff as a poker, 

'Mang the teuch tangle tails doon i' Davy Jones' locker. 

Sae she wheepled a wee, like a whaup in rough weather, 

An' then solaced hersel' i' the arms o' anither ; 

A sma' boukit bodie, wha'd hae kythed like a wren 

Beside Peter Swankie o' the East Ferryden. 

They gat weddit, fouk said, just a thochtie ower sune, 

Yet seemed they to spend a fell blythe hineymune. 

Till ae nicht the couple sat toastin' their taes. 

An' tryin' their weel-pampered palates to please 

Wi' some dainteth that still had been left to the fore, 

Whan a reeshle like thunder was heard at the door. ..f 
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" Come in," cried they baith, an' wha think ye stapp'd ben! 
But lang Peter Swankie o' the East Fenyden. 

Was it Peter indeed, or some wild apparition 1 

Hashed thocht through their minds as they eyed his condition ; 

Syne oot they baith ran, wi' a yelp an' a squeel. 

An' as muckle dread as if he'd been the deiL 

They were kindly concealed by the shadows o' nicht, 

8ae onward thegither they sped on their flicht 

To a sma' seaport toon at the mooth o' a glen, 

Far frae Peter Swankie and the East Fenyden. 

Peter sune tauld the neebours a' what he'd come through — 
Hoo an ootward-bound ship picked him up wi* his crew — 
Hoo they steered for some port wi* a lang-nebbit name, 
Hoo lang they stayed there, an' hoo dreigh their way hame. 
He has got a braw boat, noo, an' gearin' a' richt. 
But his step is less firm an' his e'e is less bricht. 
An' a grim shadow hovers to hasten the en' 
O' lang Peter Swankie o' the East Ferryden. 
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AN OOTLIN' AT HAME. 

DOUCE, dainty loonie was Johnnie M'Gill, 
An' seldom connected-m* aught that was ill ; 
Yet, blaw foul win' or fair, come snaw-drift or sleet, 
Frae momin' till e'en he was aye on the street, 
Whar a horse he wad haud, or an errand wad rin. 
Or do ony odd job his bit bannock to win : 
For a reason fouk didna e'en venture to name, 
Wee Johnnie M'Gill was an ootlin' at hame. 

T 
I 

His duddies, noo dirty, an' threadbare, an' torn, 
Had ance by a sturdier callan' been worn ; 
His bare elbows were seen through his frockie o' ham, 
That nae kindly hand socht to clout or to dam. 
Frae aneath the bit bannet that covered his pow 
His towzie locks keeked like rough tethers o' tow ; 
They ne'er had been smoothened by brush or by kame^ 
For the laddie, alack ! was an ootlin' at hame. 

He wad crack wi' the weans as they cam' &ae the schule, r 
Though their ill tongues fu' aft gar't him dreemuckle dule; 
They micht ca' him daft Jock, yet their banter he'd bear, 
An' strive to get &ae them an odd scrap o' lair. 
To be taught firae their beuks gied him muckle delight, 
Or wi' cauk on the plainstanes to cipher an' write ; 
For he thocht to himsel' as he scrawled his ain name, 
That he yet micht be else than an ootlin' at hame. 

Fu' weary an' wae he'd creep hame at nicht-fa', 
An' aften, as soon as his facie he'd shaw, 
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He was bann'd to the farthest hut neuk o' the hoose, 
Whar his whisper wad scarcely hae wauken'd a moose. 
Gin he daur'd to speak loud, he was tauld to behave, 
An* whan he gaed forth, an* wad sport *mang the lave, 
Gin an ill prank was played, he was sure o' the blame, 
For they kent unco weel he'd be sous'd for't at hame. 

His brithers were keepit fu' trig aye an' clean. 

An* slept in a cozie bit bed die at e*en, 

While Johnnie, ptiir wean, was but happit wi* rags. 

An' a bundle o' strae kept his heid frae the flags. 

Whiles the kind-heartit neebours, wi' purpose humane, 

Wad plead for the wean as if he'd been their ain ; 

But naught they e'er said gar't the parents think shame, 

Or treat him as aught but an' ootlin at hame. 

Yet, though sairly dung doitet an' daudit about. 
The bit loonie grew up to be grushie an' stout, 
An', as frae their cruel clutches he lang'd to be free. 
He gat boun' to a ship, an' gaed aff to the sea. 
Whan he sailed there was nane cam' to bid him guid-bye, 
Nae e'e drapp'd a tear, an' nae breist heaved a sigh ; 
An' he thocht, sud his lot be to sink in the ^stem. 
That few wad dree dule ower his doonfa' at hame. 

But belyve, frae a callan' he grew to a man, 
An' fu' true was his heart an' fu' eydent his han'. 
An' Fortune his efforts a' crooned wi' success. 
Till louth o' guid gear he soon cam' to possess. 
He's a braw skipper noo, in a ship o' his ain. 
An' to share his guid fortune his parents are fain, 
While mony thrang 'round him, his kindred to claim, 
That kentna his face whan an ootlin' at hame. 
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CAULD AN' HUNGER. 

QUEER auld capemoytit bodie 
Was ance weel kent the kintra roun*, 
For wi' his bags an* cleedin' duddie 

He socht his bit frae toun to toun. 
This doolf u' ditty he wad drone. 

Alike in Janwar' and in May — 
*' 0, cauld an* hunger, cauld an* hunger! 
I haena pree*d a bit the day." 

He tirl't at the puir man's door, 

Nor passed the mansion o* the laird ; 
An' he wad grane, an' gape, an* roar 

Until sic time as he was sair*d. 
An' aye whau tauld to gang awa' 

His dismal mulligrant he'd say—^ 
** 0, cauld an' hunger, cauld an' hunger ! 

I haena pree'd a bit the day." 

O, oor gudewife, wha liked a joke, 

To change his tune at times wad try ; 
She panged his wame an' filled his pock, , 

An* warmed him at the fire forbye ; 
Yet at the neiet bit hoose he ca'd. 

Though sma' the gate between that lay — 
Puir cauld an* hunger, cauld an* hunger ! 

He hadna pree'd a bit that day. 

An* whiles she gar*t his waUet rax 
Wi* cast-aff clses, instead o' farles. 
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Whilk only sair'd to deed the backs 

0' ither gaberlunzie carles. 
Nae effort would the bodie mak' 

To keep sic ruflBans at bay, 
But bawled aye oot, '* 0, cauld an' hanger ! 

I haena pree'd a bit the day." 

Though roads were e'er sae rough an' wide 

]^ae stap richt forward wad he gang, 
But crossed aye ower frae side to side, 

Whilk made his journey dreigh an' lang; 
An' aye kept croonin' till himsel', 

In moumfu', marchin' time, his lay- 
" 0, cauld an' hunger, cauld an' hunger ! 

I haena pree'd a bit the day." 

Whan rheumatics had thrawn his banes. 

An' lang exposure made him firail, 
0, it was sad to see the weans 

A' tuggin' at his auld coat-tail. 
He lack'd the gumption an' the maucht 

Wi' his pike-staff their hides to pay. 
An' only cried oot, " Cauld an' hunger ! 

I haena pree'd a bit the day." 

But ah ! ae dreary winter^s mom^^ 

Amang the shadows dim an' dark, 
A robin, perched upon a thorn. 

Sang ower his corse sae stiff an' stark. 
An' in the clachan kirkyard noo. 

He mingles wi' his kindred clay. 
An' ** cauld an' hunger, cauld an' hunger I" 

Winna be his sang to-day. 

E 



\ 



58 THB WEE HERD LOON. 



THE WEE HERD LOON. 



jjE^AR doon the green loanin', an' skirted wi' trees, 
^^ Whase waly taps wag i' the stout norlin' breeze, 
lies a patch o' muir-ground, whar the whins an' the broom 
Seem fain to oot-rival ilk ither in bloom ; 
An' there ilka day, wi' his peeries an' bools, 
His big fauldin' whittle, an' ither queer tools, 
Behin' a birk bush, 'mang the heather sae broon, 
In his warkshop alane, sits the wee Herd Loon. 

He can mak' mills to gae by baith water an' wind. 

But he canna find oot hoo to get them to grind ; 

C auld keys he makes pistols to shoot at the craws, 

An' skyters o' boortree, an' stout humlock shaws ; 

An' this day the bit loonie's as prood as a lord, 

For he's planned a machine that will spin his whip-cord ; 

Ye'll no find a tradesman for mony miles roun' 

Wi' mair schemes in his pow than the wee Herd Loon, 

He's in love wi' the starling, the merle, the thrush. 

An' the wee warblin' lintie that bigs i' the bush ; 

An' aften he gaes, wi' a pouchfu' o' stanes, 

To guard their wee nesties f rae ill-deedy weans ; 

But he climbs the tall tree whan nane else will try it, 

An' berries the nest o' the ominous pyot ; 

The wasp'i byke frae the thorn comes speedily doon 

Whan it meets the gleg glance o' the wee Herd Loon. 

He keeps his kye weel frae the green aiten crap, 
That, when the schule skails, he may be at the slap— 
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Tis there he gets scope for his wonderfu' talents, 
An' is chief for a wee 'mang a score or sae callants ; 
He sings them queer sangs, tells them auld-warld stories 
0' gohlins that lived in dark glens an' deep corries, 
0' witches that rode on broom-sticks roun' the toon, 
Till they a' gape an' glower at the wee Herd Loon. 

As prince o' guid-humour 'mang his equals he ranks, 
But his elders are mair gi'en to note his ill-pranks ; 
When the leer's in his e'e the wee limb o' the deil 
After ilka odd carle will gabble an' squeel ; 
like wee jowin' Johnnie, the beadle, he groans. 
An* apes the big dominie's thunder-like tones, 
Yet puir crazy Meg may preen cloots to her goon. 
An' hae naething to dread frae the wee Herd Loon. 

But up the green loan, frae a hoosie hard-by. 
There's a lassie comes whiles wi' her mither's twa kye ; 
An' ane wad maist tlunk her possessed o' black art. 
She has gotten sic power ower the loonie's bit heart ; 
For although amang ithers he banters fu' crouse. 
When Jeannie is near he's aye mensefu' an' douce ; 
They are won wi' a smile that wad flee frae a froon, 
An' cTeannie aye smiles on the wee Herd Loon. 

We will soon miss him noo frae the muir Wi' his kye ; 
Hell hae smeddum enough, ere a towmond gae bye 
To wirk some orra beast, or drive a milk shut. 
If he dinna ere then hae a plew by the stilt. 
When he reaches his prime, still his joys may be rife, 
For his Jeannie will mak' him a canty gudewife ; 
O, the chiel' wha looks forward to sceptre or croon 
Has a prospect less sweet than the wee Herd Loon. 
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THE FLOWER O' THE FLOCK. 




I 



'HEEE were few lived sae happy 's my wifie an' I, 
Wi* oor craft o' guid groun' an' oor sonsie milk-kye ; 
Cor bit lioosie that stood i' the lown o' the shaw, 
Unscaithed by the rudest north wind that cud blaw. 
Then He, at whase altar we daily had bowed, 
Had sax buds o' promise upon us bestowed : 
There were Willie, an' Tam, Mabel, Mary, an' Jock, 
An* "Nell, oor wee lammie — the flower o' the flock. 

The future careers o' oor baimies we planned, 

As we watched, wi' emotion, their young minds expand. 

While Willie grew grave, Tam to daring inclined. 

An' Mabel an' Mary grew loving an' kind ; 

But Jockie, whase wit set us aft in a roar. 

Had ill pranks enough to compete wi' a score ; 

An*, oh ! we saw virtues that wirds wad but mock 

In Nell, oor wee lammie — the flower o' the flock. 

By the ingle at e'en, when the ithers were crouse. 
Wee Nellie, wha aye was sae modest an' douce, 
Wad crack o' the stamies, the sun, an' the moon, 
An 0* Him by whase micht they kept lowin' aboon ; 
An' she f erlied f u' aft, as she gazed on the sky, 
Hoo He never, like us, loot His crusies gang dry ; 
Yet when to the froward in thunder He spoke 
It awed oor wee lammie — ^the flower o' the flock. 
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But Nell had been frail frae the hour o' her birth, 

As the floweret whase roots hae sma* baud o' the earth — 

As the dew-blab that hangs on the bud-covered spray, 

Till absorbed by the sunbeams at dawning o' day ; 

An' though we aye watched her wi* uncommon care, 

Beseeching high Heaven oor darling to spare, 

lake a woK through oor fauld the dread Death-Angel broke. 

An' snatched awa Nellie — the flower o' the flock. 

Oh ! sad were oor hearts then, an' sairly dismayed, 
Though we kent, as her form i' God's Acre we laid. 
To sleep through the lang dreary ages o' nicht. 
That her saul had a place in the regions o' licht. 
Though the pangs o' the pairtin' were dowie to dree, 
We had faith in the blessed assurance that He 
Whase hand the dread mysteries o' time can unlock. 
Wad care for oor lammie — the flower o' the flock. 

Though years hae gane ower us, still fresh seems oor loss, 

An* though to the ithers we cling the mair close, 

In oor bosoms we feel a sad vacancy still. 

For Nell left a gap that time never can filL 

But oh ! we'll keep striving to earn the croon, 

That when the last sun o' oor lives shall creep doon, 

In the sweet Land o' Bliss, whar nae grief shall e'er shock, 

We may join oor wee lammie — the flower o' the flock. 



{ 
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THE APPLE O' A MITHER'S E'E. 

■ 

^E playfu*, prankin', prattlin* thing, 
Wi* sunny cheeks an' gowden hair, 
Wha cull the blossoms o' the spring — 

Yersel* a hlossom sweet an* fair. 
Nae clud o' care yer life may mar, 

While ye continue thus to he 
The pearl, the gem, the bricht wee star, 

The Apple o' a Mither's E'e. 

That there are weans o' stouter build 

Aboot the doors may e'en be true ; 
But whar's the wean, though twice yer eild, 

That's half as smeddumfu' as you 1 
Ye're stout o' heart an' steeve o' limb, • 

As ane micht wish a wean to be ; 
Despite yer fauts, aye trig an' trim — 

The Apple o' a Mither's E'e. 

Frae mom till e'en ye're thrang at play, 

Though some there are will ca't mischief, 
An' vow that at nae distant day 

Ye'll bring yer mither's heart to grief. 
0* mony a prank ye get the wyte. 

While ithers jouk an' jink fu' slee ; 
Ye'll no be cow'd whae'er sud flyte, 

When blameless i' yer Mither's E'e.'' 

Ye coup the pat an' spill the broo. 
Ye ride upo' the auld stane stair, 
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An' tig wi' grumphie i' the crue, 

Though she micht gripe ye unaware. 
Ye tak' the watchie frae the wa*, 

An* whirl the han's sae jimp an' wee, 
Yet keep yer place despite it a' — 

The Apple o' a Mither's E'e. 

like puss ye loup upo' yer fours, 

Or ape the gait o' gangrel men. 
Though grim auld carlins doon the doors 

Sud scauld, an* ca' ye " Mckie Ben." 
Yet 0, if stowlins forth ye rin. 

An' tine yersel' whar nane may see, 
Fu' mony a heart wiQ pant to fin* 

The Apple o' a Mither's E'e. 

Beside ye grew twa sweet wee flowers, 

But they are gane — ower guid they were 
For this sad, sinfu' warld o' ours — 

An' clambered up the gowden stair. 
They dwyned awa', sweet Nell an' Tarn, 

When Autumn hared the beechen tree. 
An' you, wee Tottie Ben, becam' 

The Apple o' yer Mither's E'e. 

Yer daddie, ae sweet summer mom, 

Sailed for a distant foreign strand. 
An' noo, though thrice we've reaped the com. 

His bark has never reached the land. 
It may be that he's free frae weir, 

Cauld, stiff, beneath the dreary sea ; 
But you, wee Ben, alane are here, 

The Apple o' yer Mither's E'e. 
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LUCKIE M'LAEEN. 




'ULD Luckie M*Laren, wha wins i' the howe, 
She has gear in her pouches an' wit in her pow ; 
The rose-tint on her cheek may hae ceased noo to glow, 
Yet she's steeve as a stot, an' as fleet as a roe ; 
There's a strip o' hlack beard encircles her mou', 
An' her voice it resembles the rowte o' a coo ; 
And wharever she gaes her black visage o' aim 
Gars the haughtiest bend to auld Luckie McLaren. 

She has wale o' beuk lair, an' rowth o' queer knowledge,. 

She'll threap wi' your birkies though bred in a College ; 

Her cuttin' sarcasms around her she'll throw, 

Garrin' ilka wird strike wi' the force o' a blow. 

Her tongue, whilk when loosened just gangs like a bell, 

Is a terror to a* ! e'en the parson himsel* 

Will jink, wi' the dread o' a newly-cowed bairn, 

Past the camsteerie carlin, auld Luckie M*Laren. 

She ne'er yet had a secret she cudna reveal,. 
For truth is a treasure she winna conceal ; 
Just gi'e her a fact an' she'll utter^t f u' plain, 
Sud it kindle the ire o' baith demons an' men. 
"When excited, her laughter is nae sickly squeel. 
But a roar that micht shak' ye frae heid to the heel ; 
An' the scowl o' the sky, when the cluds loss the cairn,. 
Scarce equals the frown o' auld Luckie M*Laren. 
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When gangrels ea' on her, professing spae craft, 
She lounders them aff wi' a walie broom shaft ; 
The drucken an' weirdless, an' a' sic like bodies, 
Their craigs she wad rax in tench hempen widdies ; 
Yet o' her pnir neebors she's mindfn', I wat — 
They get whangs firae her press an' kail frae her pat — 
An* when douce-like an' decent, the weary wayfarin' 
G^t their wallets weel stow'd by auld Lnckie McLaren. 

When disease on her neebours wiU venture to ca', 
Some plant &ae her yard sends it quickly awa' ; 
When wounded, she tends them wi' patience an' care, 
An' she kens o' a sa' for amaist ilka sair. 
Young Doctor Langleech, eh, sirs ! hoo he bans, 
When she gaes i' his wake, an' upsets a' his plans ! 
He has threatened her aft ; an' some day, for her darin'. 
He'll play a queer pliskie on Luckie M'Laren. 



She's familiar wi' ilka queer quirk o' the law, 
Yet strives fraje her ain door to keep it awa' ; 
When she gets in a tulzie, she fa's till't pell-mell — 
Alike judge an' jury an' counsel hersel' ; 
An' gin aiblins she downa succeed wi' her tongue. 
She may e'en hae recourse to a stout aiken rung, 
Whilk she wags wi' a birr, yet lays on but spairin' — 
For the growl is the warst o' auld Luckie M*Laren. 

When her gudeman was livin* she tended h\m weel. 

Provided he kept his ain side o' the biel' ; 

But tongue cudna tell ye hoo het grew the strife 

When he meddled wi' aught that concerned his wife. 

Yet through twenty lang towmonds they warsl'd thegither^ 

An' were kindly, for maist pairt, the ane wi' the ither ; 
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Sae when the gudeman gat Death's summons fa' stem, 
He left gear an' guidwill to auld Luckie McLaren. 

Thus her Luckieship gat to the held o' the hoose, 
An', though she may be just a thochtie ower crouse, 
She is far to the fore o' your mim-mou'd-like gentry — 
The butterflee brood o' this wonderfu' cent'ry. 
O leeze me on women ! Though whiles a wee licht, 
They are yet but emergin' frae regions o' nicht ; 
Whilk fact, to oor cost, we wad speedily learn 
Were they a' o* sic mettle as Luckie M*Laren. 
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THE AULD MAN'S OE. 




'HEEE cam' an auld man to oor clachan ae e'en 
When the sun frae the west shone bright, 
An' his mien was cheerfu', though feehle his step, 

An' his locks wi' eild though white ; 
He leaned on the arm o' the sweetest young lass 

That mortal micht wish to know, 
An* though we a' ferlied, nane ventured to speer 

Gin she was the auld man's Oe. 

Her broo it was white as the wee gowan's breist, 

An' her e'en like diamonds shone ; 
Her hair it was dark as the murkiest plume 

That the midnicht e'er put on. 
her cheek had a tinge o' the sweet rosebud, 

When it first begins to blow ; 
An' prood, prood, I ween, micht the auld man hae been. 

To ca' her his winsome Oe. 

They coft a bit hoose on the bonnie braeside — 

A hoosie mair hamilt than braw ; 
For the tradesmen bodies o' oor clachan end 

Had biggit an' plenished it a'. 
But comfort an' cleanliness they'd learned to prize 

Far aboon a' gaudy show ; 
An' the humblest hut had been Paradise 

K cheered by the auld man's Oe. 
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But their hoosie, though sma', was a trig bit hoose, 

An' sheltered sae weel wi' trees, 
That the rude norlin* blast, ere it reached its door, 

Was douce as the westlin' breeze. 
r the midst o* their garden a bumie sent forth 

Its music sae saf t an' low ; 
To plant sweet flowers on the brink o' whilk 

Was the pride o' the auld man's Oe. 

An' she gat the assistance o' oor gleg Tarn, 

Wha kent, an' could even sound 
The lang-nebbit name o' the meanest bit plant 

That blossomed for miles around. 
An' they digg'd an' they plantit upo* the brae-side, 

Whar brackens had wont to grow, 
Till like some hallowed region o' Elfindom 

Grew the hame o' the auld man's Oe. 

But they didna deck oot their hoosie an' grounds 

That the rich micht riot there ; 
For their door ope'd as wide to the douce cottar man 

As it did to the purse-prood squire. 
Their roof af ten sheltered the lanely ootcast 

On her pilgrimage of woe ; 
An' the sturdiest beggar that cam' to the door 

Gat an alms frae the auld man's Oe. 

They soucht nane o' your new-fangled, costly duds^ 

"Not lived on sumptuous fare ; 
But those that were needy around them aye 

0' their substance gat a share. 
An' the clachan puir bodies were kent to say, 

When their hearths had been made to glow, 
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That an angel had come frae the spirit-land 
r the guise o' an auld man's Oe. 

She was couthie alike wi' the decent puir fonk, 

An* the wayward, wanton anes ; 
An' they took her advice whase hearts were deeemed hard 

As the gruff grey granite stanes. 
She poured a balm on the lane widow's heart. 

Or maid's that had lost her jo ; 
An* the wae-wom an' weary were solaced fu* aft 

By the auld man's gentle Oe. 

Yet some f ouk wad ferlie whar the gear cam' frae, 

They on ithers sae freely spent ; 
An' slanderous bodies were kent to afi&rm 

That the auld man kept a mint. 
But wi' sic idle clavers they f aslied na their heads, 

For the warl' they'd learned to know ; 
An' the warst o' its bairns cou'd e'en be forgi'en 

By the leal auld man an' his Oe. 



But sae grit grew oor Tam wi* the auld man's Oe — 

0, they wandered by lane an' neuk, 
An* they pondered thegither on Nature's ways, 

Till they gied to the warl' a beuk : 
For poetry welled forth frae the depth o* Tam's heart 

Wi' sweet melodious flow ; 
An* poesy's sweet sel' was ilk word that fell 

Frae the lips o' the auld man's Oe. 

^ But the auld man saw that their hearts were ane. 
An' when Tam had made her his bride. 
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Quoth he, " Ye hae chosen the wealthiest lass 

That wins i' the country-side. 
'Twas for me that she left a princely abode. 

When I pined 'mid its pomp an' show, 
An' tongue cudna tell half the joy that's been mine 

Since I dwelt wi' my darling Oe." 

They gat wedded at Yule, an' when spring cam' round, 

Wi' its flowers, the sweet wild bird 
Chanted its lay ower the auld man's heid — 

For he slept i' the lanely yird. 
His spirit had gane to the realms o' licht, 

But the warks he'd begun below 
Werena suffered to sleep, but were still carried on 

By Tam an' the auld man's Oe. 

They pat up a hoose whar the stricken an' lame 

An' the feeble micht rest their banes ; 
An' they biggit schules roun' the hale country side, 

An' instructed the puir fouks' weans. 
An' they still do an' dare in the guidly cause. 

Revered by baith high an* low. 
0, truth wad spread faster were the wealthy an' great 

But mair like the auld man's Oe. 
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MY WIFIE AT HAME. 

^O^N* Lordlin', wha ca's the haill parish his ain, 
May boast o' his finely-deck'd dame ; 
But she's nae half sae canty, sae conthie, an' fain, 
As my bonnie wee wifie at hame. 

A broo, that 'neath locks o' the raven's dark hue, 
Looks white as the wild ocean's faem. 

An' there throbs a bit heartie sae warm an' true, 
I' the breist o' my wifie at hame. 

The blab that the bee frae the wild floweret sips, 
As it treasures the sweet hinny-kame, 

Is naught to a kiss o' the sweet rosy lips 
0' my bonnie wee wifie at hame. 

Although i' my aught I sud ne'er hae a groat, 

I will ne'er cast on ithers the blame. 
But patiently strive aye to better the lot 

0' my bonnie wee wifie at hame. 

I' this weary warld o* sorrow an' strife, 
I hae blessings few mortals cud name ; 

An' the sweetest flower that throws balm on my life 
Is my bonnie wee wifie at hame. 

Auld grim carle Time, as he warstles awa', 
The maist o' oor comforts may claim, 

Ere he bring the sweet hour o' mild e'enin's fa' 
On me an' my wifie at hame. 
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JOHN TAMSON'S BAIRNS. 

^E'RE a' John Tamson's bairns," ye say ; 
Hech, birkies, but I doot ye're wiang ; 
Had John been lookin' up to-day 
He'd gitr't ye sing anither sang. 
3!^ae boastfu' wird escaped John's mou*, 

Though he soared hie amang the stams ! 
Awa', ye gude-for-naething crew, 

Ye're nane o* auld John Tamson's balms. 

Your gear is, than your brain, mair rife, 

An' hence this vulgar, vague display — 
Your noblest, loftiest aim in life 

Is but to gang in fine array. 
Vile brood o' some puir Will-o*-Wisp, 

Sic as micht haunt oor bogs an' tarns, 
I wonder ye wad dare to lisp 

Thae wirds, " We're a' John Tamson's bairns." 

Though fair withoot, ye're foul within — 

A divot ower the dirt ye place. 
An' e'en frequent the haunts o' sin 

By stealth, an' deem it nae disgrace. 
In hooses that poUute oor land. 

An' help to heap auld Satan's cairns, 
Ye drink till ye can hardly stand, 

Syne shout, ** Were a' John Tamson's baims." 

Though honest John at times gat fa' — 
A custom then as noo prevailin' — 
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Is that enougli for sic as you 

To ape a guid man's only failin' ? 
An' John had virtues mony a ane 

(Tak' heed ye a' wham it concerns) ; 
A staunch auld carle, true t' the bane, 

An' true are a' John Tamson's bairns. 

Ye lassies, too, what is't ye mean, 

A' primpit up an' dressed like leddies 1 
I'd gie my lugs cud ye be seen 

By your auld reverend luckie daddies. 
Wi' pride ye gang as ill at ease 

As if ye trod on scorchin' aims ; 
Ye kythe like gilded butterflees, 

£ut no like auld John Tamson's bairns. 

E'en ye that frae oor pu'pits noo 

Aft tell us a' we'll gang to ruin. 
If we will no consent to do 

What ye yoursel's ne'er dream o' doin', 
The gear that gilds your graspin' loofs 

Is that whilk honest puirtith earns, 
While ye, alack ! are wirthless coofs, 

An' nane o' auld John Tamson's bairns. 

John Tamson's bairns — ah I whaur are they ? 

Amang us noo they've grown sae thin. 
That ye micht search frae Tweed to Spey 

Ere ony trace o' them ye fin'. 
This restless age o' raHway speed 

(As ilka seein' e'e discerns), 

Wi' its puir, hollow, cantin' creed. 

Is no for auld John Tamson's bairns. 

p 
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NELL GRAHAM O' THE HOWE. 




Y a wee wimplin' bumie that rins through the wuds, 
Whar but seldom a sunbeam keeks through the dark cluds. 
That rise frae fu* mony a black peat-moss hard by, 
An' throw incessant gloom on the face o' the sky ; 
There, whar prowl unmolested the polecat an' brock, 
Whar gaudy pyots chatter, an' black corbies croak. 
There, whar Will-o'-the-Wisp sheds his eerief u' lowe. 
Stands the ghostly abode o' "NeU Graham o' the Howe. 

She's kent as a midwife, an* some limmers are fain 

To employ the auld hag when ashamed o' their ain ; 

Though weel-doin' bodies wham nae iU deeds impel. 

Wad amaist as soon send for auld Homie himsel' ; 

Yet she's ne'er kent to suffer through scarceness o' wark, 

But the feck o't maun, dootless, be dune i' the dark — 

A mair grim-lookin' hizzie ne'er lapt ower a cowe 

Than this auld, wrinkled beldame — Nell Graham o' the Howe. 

Though on her auld biggin' scarce a sunbeam e'er fa's. 
Though owerhung wi' cobwebs the inside o' its wa's. 
Yet when nicht spreads its dark, dreary mantle ower a'. 
Ye wad wonder wha'd deign whiles on auld Nell to ca'. 
There are fouks e'en leuked up to as beacons o' licht. 
That are kent to approach her abode under nicht ; 
Whate'er be their bisness wi' her — ^ye may trow. 
That they creesh the black loof o' Nell Graham o' the Howe. 
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At the dead hour o' midnicht, wi' lantern an' spade, 
She is aft kent to howk i' the saughen tree's shade, 
That grows in her kail-yard, whar 'tis said lie the banes 
0' some hundreds o' ill-gotten, unchristen'd weans ; 
There, amang its black roots, in auld earthen jugs. 
She deposits, fu' safe, the maist deadly o' drugs ; 
An' they needna expect e'er to claw an' auld pow. 
That hae thwarted the plans o' "NeU Graham o' the Howe. 

Within her lane dwellin', in an ill redd-up neuk. 
She aft ponders an' grins ower a muckle black beuk, 
Frae whilk she there gathers o' baith cantrip an' spell, 
As muckle as micht raise the auld black Deil himsel' ; 
At her pleasure, they say, she can darken the moon. 
Or the brichtest bit stamie that twinkles aboon ; 
An' the wee bumie backward will wimple an' row 
At the weirdfu' command o' "Nell Graham o' the Howe. 

She's familiar wi' spae craft — your future she'll read. 

Or she'll gie you a glimpse o' your friends that are dead ; 

Yet o' her awsome cantrips you'll ne'er get the proof. 

Till your gear glitter brichtly upo' her auld loof. 

We hae sense eneugh noo to lat witches alane, 

Yet e'en in auld Scotland the days hae been seen. 

When a red, rantin' fire o' dried peat or whin cowe. 

Wad hae charr'd the auld banes o' ^ell Graham o' the Howe. 
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AN EYDENT HAND AN TRUSTFTT HEAET. 
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fH, ye wha pine i' puirtith's grip, 
Sair stricken doon wi* toil, 
Drivin' amain life's sluggish share 

Through some unyielding soil, 
Keep doing, daring patiently, 

Where'er your lines be cast — 
An eydent hand an' trustfu' heart 
Will bring success at last. 

The boon, tho' sma', that's neist your han' 

Be ready aye to clasp ; 
An* dinna fret for aught ye ken 

lies far beyond your grasp. 
Still dig wi' main, though noo your spade 

£ut leaden ore upcast ; 
Wi' eydent hand an' trustfu' heart, 

Ye'U reach the gowd at last. 

I^e'er fear to stem the turb'lent waves 

0' life's tempestuous tide ; 
But strive frae ilka perilous reef 

Your frail bark still to guide. 
Be calm, though billows rage around, 

^or trembling stand aghast ; 
Wi' eydent hand an' trustfu' heart, 

Ye'll reach a ha'en at last. 
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But ah, my Mends, I'd hae ye seek 

For wisdom miair than wealth ; 
For brief an' dowie is the reign 

0' sonl-absorbing pelf. 
Be ye by deeds o' faith an' love 

r virtue's mould recast, 
An' ye shall wear a gowden croon 

In realms o' bliss at last. 
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BONNIE WEE MARY. 




*HE rude winter win' noo comes souchin' an' wailin* 
Around my auld hamestead, that ance was sae fair; 
An' Meak winter in my sad bosom prevailin' 

Enshrouds my young life in its gloom evermair. 
Nae sweet smilin' face noo my heart to enliven. 

An' lichten the burden o* life's gallin' load; 
After aught i' this warl' I've ceased noo frae strivin*, 
Since bonnie wee Mary lies under the sod. 

Nae mair whar the streamlet loups sparklin' an' foamin' 

Amang the green brackens an' mosses we'll rove ; 
Nae mair 'neath the auld aiken tree i' the gloamin' 

Oor young hearts will lowe wi' the fondest o' love. 
IN'ae mair when sweet spring comes, oor valley adomin', 

Well watch the young boughs to the saft breezes nod ; 
Her sweet saul has gane like the dew o' the momin', 

An' bonnie wee Mary lies under the sod. 

Her sweet looks awoke in my bosom ilk feelin' 

0' joy, an' I lang'd for oor blythe bridal day ; 
But ower the wild ocean a bleak win' cam' stealin'. 

An' breathed on my sweet love the breath of decay. 
Then through the lang winter, 'mid cranreuch sae hoaiy, 

She waned like a flower in her dolefu' abode ; 
An' ere the young rose oped its bosom in gloiy, 

My bonnie wee Mary lay under the sod. 
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Alane 'mang the wudlands at e'enin' I wander, 

Whar ilka sweet spot seems sae hallowed to me ; 
An* pausing fa' aft, on my lost love to ponder, 

Beneath the dark shade o' the auld aiken tree. 
She's gane noo beyond ilka hope o' retumin* ; 

An' till the last stage o* life's journey I've trod, 
I fear that my sad heart will ne'er cease frae moumin' 

For bonnie wee Mary that's under the sod. 
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THE BAULD BEGGAR'S WEAN. 





BAULD beggar cam' to oor clachan at e'en, 
Wi* a dawd o' the Deil in his gruesome-like mien, 
An' in his big nieve a stout cudgel had he, 
Whilk he wagged at a wean scarce the hicht o' his knee ; 
An' aye he wad growl i' the mids o' the road, 
While the wee lassie ca'd at ilk peacefu' abode, 
An' she looked sae forfaim, and sabbed sic a mane, 
That aTbody pitied the bauld beggar's wean. 

But the snaw fell fu' fast, an' the wind it blew snell, 
An' the beggar, nae doubt, dreadin' scaith to himsel', 
Socht the bield o' oor barn till the nicht sud gae by — 
A request whilk oor gudeman forbore to deny, 
Though the gruff-like grimace o' the grim hallanshaker 
Wad hae garr'd the bluid boil i' the veins o' a Quaker — 
But if aught cud hae saftened the heart o' whin-stane, 
'Twas the careworn look o' the bauld beggar's wean. 

We gied them het sowens, a sup milk, an' a farl, 

Whilk gaed sweetly hame, an' the grim-lookin' carl 

His gate to the strae-laft fu' sullenly took, 

While the wean gat a place by oor blythe ingle nook. 

He hurkled him doon like a beast i' its sta', 

Yet when a'thing was quiet, he'd gaen stowlins awa*, . r> 

An' the best o' oor hens frae the roost he had ta'en, . • 

An' left us instead his wee ill-guidit wean. 
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We coaxed the bit lassie as weel as we cud, 
While oor gudeman was loupin' an* ragin' red-wud. 
He had oidered the hauflin' to saddle the shilt, 
While he sharpened a rusty dirk, wantin' the hilt. 
Thus he banged for a wee, but we e'en loot hinn flyt 
He is gleg i' the gim, but slaw i' the bite ; 
An' when his carfuffle was ower there was nane 
Mair couthiely cracked to the bauld beggar's wean. 

We coft her new claes, made her trig-like an' fier, 
While she tauld us lang screeds o' her bygane career ; 
Though she fancied that ance she'd been dressed in braw duds, 
An' lived in a mansion surrounded wi' wuds. 
At the earliest glint o' her conscious past life 
She was borne on the back o' a rough beggar wife, 
Wha cud open the heart o' the greediest ane 
By exposing the limbs o' the wee helpless wean. 

This continued for years. Then she passed to a showman, 

Whase tentie then stood on the nook o' a common. 

He twisted her limbs into mony a queer shape ; 

She'd to caper on horseback, to dance on a rape, 

To loup like a paddock, to rin like a moose, 

An' gae upon stilperts as heigh as the hoose ; 

But the showman gaed through't, an' when a'thing was gane, 

As a beggar he tried to mak' use o' the wean. 

He busket himsel' an' the lassie in rags, 
Gat fause beard an' wig, an' then shouldered his bags ; 
But \hBy hadna been mair than an ook on the road, 
• Whun. Providence brocht them to oor quiet abode. 
8m we pat her to schule, an' she sune won us a' — 
for hot ttnile was the sunshine that lichtit oor ha' ; 
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Yet wliar she cam' frae we ne'er tauld it to ane, 

Lest she e'er micht be kent as the bauld beggar's wean. 

But there came a braw laud, wi' a purpose o' aim, 
An' claimed oor wee darlin' as his only bairn ; 
Frae the hag that had stown her he'd gotten the clue, 
An* he kent her by marks on her briest an' her broo. 
'Mang the wealthiest noo she may e'en tak' her stand, 
For she's heiress to mony a braid acre o' land ; 
Yet by oor ingle cheek, as in days that are gane, 
She aft cracks o' the time when a baidd beggar's wean. 
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THE LAST WEE LAMB O' A'. 

GAIN" ilk sweet wee floweret feels 
The blythesome blusli o' Spring ; 
Again ilk wild bird sings an' shakes 

The dew-hlab frae its wing. 
But ah ! nae mair for oor sad hearts 
Shall Spring's fair firstlings blaw, 
Since i' the yird lies oor sweet Nell — 
The last wee lamb o* a*. 

Langsyne, when first the han* o' Fate 

Brocht sorrow to oor hearth, 
We didna fret — ae tender tie 

Still bound us to the earth. 
For, though the lave o' oor wee bairns 

Dwined like sweet flowers awa', 
We looked wi' hope on little NeU — 

The last wee lamb o' a'. 

'Twas balm to see her genty form. 

When grieved by aught we'd been ; 
The very soul o' tenderness 

Seemed sparkling in her e'en. 
Her angel voice, in some sweet strain, 

Oor cauldrife hearts would thaw ; 
Oor hame seemed Paradise wi' Nell — 

The last wee lamb o' a*. 

Her hair was like the gowd, her cheek 
The fair young rose's hue ; 
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A smile, sae holy an' sae puie, 
Played roun' her sweet wee mou*. 

We grodged nae gear to gie her duds 
That she micht kythe fu' braw ; 

For oh ! oor hearts clung close to Nell — 
The last wee lamb o' a*. 

But noo, alack ! we're changed fa' sair ; 

Oor hopes that were sae high 
Hae gane like dew frae aff the. flower 

When Phoebus climbs the sky. 
For oh ! auld aim-hearted Death, 

Wi' wham we downa thraw, 
Has laid his chilly han* on Nell — 

The last wee lamb o' a'. 

The tree, tho* stripped o' flower an' leaf, 

May bloom again in Spring ; 
The wee wild bird that's tint its mate 

Forget its waes an' sing ; 
But frae oor hearts ae blythesome note 

Nae power on earth cud draw. 
Since frae oor bosoms gaed sweet Nell — 

The last wee lamb o' a'. 

Yet, aiblins. He to whase great will 

nk power on earth maun bend, 
May gie us strength to bear our grief 

Wi' patience to the end. 
An' oh, how sweet, when ower us baith 

Life's e'enin' shadows fa'. 
To meet aboon the stams wi' Nell — 

Oor last wee lamb o' a'. 
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iT/^ ANGSYKE, in a nook o' the lane, leafy glen, 
•s=?r» Apart frae the wranglin' o' gowd-graspin' men, 
In a hoosie that stood whar a wee bumie ran, 
rd a cosh, cosy hame wi* my kindly gudeman. 
To nae higher station I deigned to aspire, 
I had a' o' this warl' that ane micht desire, 
An' ower me a' joy-wing'd the blythe moments flew, 
As I pressed to my breist my wee croodlin* doo — 

My croodlin* doo, my croodlin' doo ; 
The jimp, genty form o' my croodlin' doo. 

But oor angels are aften precursors o* doom, 

An' oor sun-glints o' glory are followed by gloom ; 

Sae ower bricht were my joys i' the warl' to last. 

An' my heyday o' life gaed fa' speedily past. 

Then 0, siccan change, muckle dool I'd to dree. 

For Death took my leal-heartit gudeman frae me ; 

Yet though mfrk my life-clud, ae star still keek'd through. 

An' I look'd wi' fresh houp on my croodlin' doo — 

My croodlin' doo, my croodlin' doo ; 
Wi' muckle fond houp on my croodlin' doo. 

Hoo fondly I cherished the wee thing, an' she. 
Like the ivy that clings to the blast-stricken tree. 
Her rootlets o' love sae entwined round my heart. 
That bely ve o' my being she seemed but a part ; 
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Yet 0, there were times when sae sad was my mane, 
An' sae sairly I sabb'd ower the days that were gane, 
That the tears frae my een aften hathed the wee broo 
An' the saft silken locks o' my croodlin' doo — 

My croodlin' doo, my croodlin* doo ; 
The bricht sunny curls o' my croodlin' doo. 

Dear to me had she been frae the hour o' her birth, 
An' noo she was a' that was left me on earth — 
The ae loosome flower by my lane path that sprung. 
The hindmaist green leaf on my life-tree that hung. 
But ah ! sad to tell, in an ill-omen'd hour, 
A gurUe wind blew on my genty bit flower, 
An' pale, an' mair pale the wee darlin' she grew, 
Till it pain'd me to look on my croodlin' doo — 

My croodlin' doo, my croodlin' doo, 
On the wan, wasted form o' my croodlin' doo. 

Thus she dwined for a wee, then her spirit took flicht, 
Her wee form i' the mools was sune hid frae my sicht ; 
An' noo I maun sit, bird alane i' the biel, 
Wi' a wound i' my breist that time mayna heal ; 
But there's Ane aboon a' to whase will we maun bend. 
An' aiblins, ere lang, for my spirit He'll send, 
To dwell i' the land o' the guid an' the true, 
Wi' my ain dear gudeman an' my croodlin' doo — 

My croodlin' doo, my croodlin' doo, 
Wi' my kindly gudeman an' my croodlin' doo. 
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ULD Granny, puir bodie ! she is frail noo, an* dune, 
May a cup o' guid tea keep her leal heart abune ; 
Amaist fotttscore o' years noo hae warsl'd awa' 
Sin' the first o* this sin-laden warl* she saw. 
Though oor hoosie be sma*, may she lang fill a neuk 
Wi* her auld creepie chair, an' her grit printed beuk ! 
F grim puirtith's cauld grip we wiU ne'er grudge to bide. 
While there's room for auld Granny at oor ingleside. 

She is aye unco eydent at some kind o' wark, 
Frae the dawn o' the mornin' till e'enin' sae mark ; 
She dams a' oor stockin's, ay, an' mends oor auld duds. 
An' sports wi' the bairns amang the green leafy wuds. 
Hoo cheerless an' dowie i' the e'enin's we'd feel 
Gif we missed but the blythe birrin' sound o' her wheel ! 
We will ne'eir chide Dame Fortune, tho' thrawart her tide. 
While the hame o' auld Granny's at oor ingleside. 

When the cauld winter nichts seem sae eerie an' lang, 
0' some auld-farrant story she gies us a whang ; 
An' wi' what kind concern whiles her coonsel is gi'en 
To oor twa winsome dochters — sweet Mary an' Jean. 
She teUs the young lassies to hoo sober an en' 
They may e'en hae to come gif they trust guilefu' men : 
Ower life's stormy ocean hoo unsafely we'd ride, 
Gif we wantit auld Granny at oor ingleside. 
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Tho' owerta'en by eild an' its legion o' waes, 

Stilly hoo doucely she looks in her auld hamely daes ; 

An* riclit prood o' tlie pnir decent bodie we feel, 

As she sits i' the benmaist bit neuk o' oor biel'. 

When bUghtening Death deigns on puir Granny to call, 

An tak's a' that belangs him, may her sainted saul, 

Refusing 'mang sin-burdened mortals to bide, 

Tak' its peacefu' departure £rae oor ingleside. 
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GAIN" the halesome summer air 
Hath life to ilka floweret gi^en, 
An* decked the trees wi' blossoms rare 

An* mantles o' the deepest green. 
Again the hoary hawthorn throws 

Its fragrance through the lovely glen, 
An' sweet the scented wild-brier grows 
Amang the braes o' KeUy Den. 

0, there, when love my steps inclined 

To wander 'mang sequestered bowers, 
I climbed the bonnie braes, an' twined 

Gay garlands o' the scented flowers. 
O, there, wi' Jeanie i' my arms- 

The sweetest flower o' a' my ken — 
I watched the e'en, wi' a' its charms, 

Fa' dark'ning o'er sweet Kelly Den. 

We watched the countless stamies blink 

Sae lovely i' the lift aboon. 
An' Cynthia roun' the cludlets jink ; 

"We cudna think o' pairtin' soon. 
The young rose, stirred by zephyr's sigh, 

Its fragance to the air did len', 
An' little brooklet winding by. 

Its freshness poured through Kelly Den. 
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K"ae luair in sweet, sequestered shade, 

We hail the charms o* lovely e'en ; 
For in Arbirlot's kirkyard bed 

K"ow wastes the form o' bonnie Jean. 
An* there may I be laid when I 

Life's weary pilgrimage maun en', 
In that sweet nook where saft winds sigh, 

Beside my love an' KeUy Den. 
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LANK lookin' bodie, in cleedin* o' black, 
Wr lang siller locks hangin' doon ower his back, 
Was ance kent to frequent oor oot-lying nooks, 
An* fricbten anld wives wi* bis far-awa' looks. 
A* alane be wad glide by a dark mountain stream, 
Ae a sbadow micbt glide tbrougb your mind in a dream, 
An' wild an' weird like as a mortal cud be, 
Was tbis wae-stricken wanderer, Eobiu-a-Eee — 

Robin-a-Eee, Robin-a-Eee, 
This waif o' tbe wUdemess, Robin-a-Ree. 

Braw cities an' toons Robin cudna abide ; 
An' tbougb whiles to be seen by the cottar's fireside, 
E'en sic didna seem to accord wi' his mind. 
For he strove aye to keep far apart frae his kind. 
Was it winter that frooned, or sweet summer that smiled. 
He wad wander whar N'ature lay rugged an' wild, 
And the wail o* the wind, an' the sough o* the sea. 
Were music fu' sweet to puir Robin-a-Ree — 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-a-Ree, 
An' " thrilled the heart-strings" o' puir Robin-a-Ree. 

Ance he cam' to oor clachan, an' a'body stared. 
An' some o' oor lang-heided billies declared 
That the bodie had come frae the rim o' the warl'. 
An' the younkers gat oot syne to hoot the puir carle ; 




92 ROBIN-A-BBB. 

But belyve an auld fiddle lie drew frae his bag, 
Screwed the strings o't fu* ticht, gie'd the bow o't a wag, 
An' a glamour cam' ower the haill crood in a wee 
That had glower'd in sic sport at puir Kobin-a-Ree— 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-arRee, 
i^ane noo socht to lichtUe puir Robin-a-Ree. 

He played a wild tune they had ne'er heard before, 
The pathos o* whilk thrilled ilk ane to the core ; 
It wasna the music "we speak o' as art, 
But sic as micht well frae great Nature's ain heart. 
Whar he gaed they a' followed, regardless o' scaith, 
An' he e'en micht hae led them to dool or to death ; 
But a thocht that cud even wish ill to a flee 
Ne'er entered the mind o' puir Robin-a-Ree — 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-a-Ree^ 
Revenge wasna sweet to puir Robin-a-Ree. 

He felt maist at hame in the green forest glade, 
When summer around him its grandeur had spread, 
Whar the soun' o' his fiddle, while sped the blythe hours, 
Seemed to brichten the dream o' the dew-spangled flowers. 
Nae merle or mavis wad utter a lay, 
'Mang the boughs there, while Robin continued to play ; 
For there wasna a wild bird, or wee hiney bee, 
Cud resist the sweet strains o' puir Robin-a-Ree — 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-a-Ree, 
The heart-melting music o' Robin-a-Ree. 

Whar Robin had come frae, or hoo he still fared, 
Tkough naebody kent, there were some that declared 



ROBIN-A-RBE. 93 

That he wi* miraculous power was endowed, 

An' micht ride, like the angels, in chariots o' gowd. 

Mony ferlied, atweel, whar he'd come by his knowledge. 

For though he had ne'er been to schule or to college, 

Deep read in the lore o' auld iN'ature was he. 

And in this lay the power o' rapt Robin- a-Kee — 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-a-Ree, 
Great ^Nature hid naething frae Robin-a-Ree. 

But there's nae Robin noo, 'mang oor muirlands sae drear ; 
He hasna been heard o' for mony a lang year ; 
The corbies may ken whar lie bleachin' his banes. 
Though auld wives whiles whisper to dread-stricken weans 
That the wee fairy folks, wha ne'er wished him ill, 
Still hae him fa' safe i' the broo o' a hill ; 
That their queen, wha is loosome as loosome can be, 
A braw leman has made o' puir Robin-a-Ree — 

Robin-a-Ree, Robin-a-Ree, 
Sic canna be true o' puir Robin-a-Ree. 
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EGAEDLESS o' siUer, Eab Rookston the miller 
Sat bousin* ae nicht i' the fair, ; 
The liquor was Strang, an' he rantit an* sang, 
An* roared to the landlord for mair, 0. 

The whisky he drank as if he'd been a tank, 
JSTor dreamt that he e'en micht get fon, 0, 

Till wi' gill after giU as it cam' frae the still, 
He clean tint the gate till his mou', 0. 

But a thocht o' his dame gar't him try to gae hame. 
When the ten o'clock beU 'gan to jow, O, 

Yet when he gat on en', he didna weel ken, 
Gif he stood on his feet or his pow, 0. 

An' when oot on the street, though the win' an' the weet 
Had gi'en place to fu' mony a bricht star, 0, 

He dooked in the mud, just as if he'd been wud, 
An' filled his big gowpens wi' glaur, 0. 

Though his dweeble shanks kept him oot o' ill pranks, 

His tongue it wad gang like a bell, ; 
An' he quitted the toon, swearin' a'thing aroun' 

Was blin', blazing drunk, but himsel', 0. 

His path lay across a dreary peat-moss, 
An' onward whanr, ancient an' hoar, 0, 
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Stands a kirk an' kirkyard whanr folk hae been scared 
By the ghaists an' the goblins of yore, 0. 

Yet Eab didna crouch, for he'd gear i' his pouch, 
Sair'd to keep his auld heart aye in tune, ; 

Sae he spr^d^ed alang, roared a rantin' auld sang, 
An' wagg'd his big stick at the mune, 0. 

But approachin' his hame, an' bein' niuckle to blame. 

His temper he tried to control, 0, 
Lest he micht in strife lay hands on his wife, 

Whase wirds were richt bitter to thole, 0. 

He kent she wad ban, sae he'd come to a stan', 

Frae his bottle to tak' a bit dram, 0, 
When he happened to see wi' the tail o' his e'e 

His ain shadow athwart the mill-dam, 0. 

For a wee his heart duntit, for he thocht the place hauntit 

By some watei^-kelpie or waur, ; 
Till, recovering his breath, he declared wi' an aith. 

That the deil he was ready to daur, 0. 

His coat he sune flung, an' grasping a rung, 

To the brink like a fury he cam', 0, 
An' ettlin' a blow at the shadow below, 

He played souse ower the heid i' the dam, 0. 

Noo Eab cudna swim, an' his prospects grew dim. 

As he sank in the mud like a stane, ; 
Yet stalwart in strife, he wad struggle for life. 

Till ilk spark frae his bosom was gane, 0. 
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To a comer he drew, whaur some saughen wands grew, 
To be handy for mendin' his creels, 0, 

An' o* these he gat grip an' held his heid up, 
While his carcase astonished the eels, 0. 

Bird alane i' the bieP sat his gudewife atweel. 
Till she heard o' his plouter the sound, ; 

Then, thinMn' him fu', raised a hullybaloo, 
"Whilk waukened the neebours around, O. 

An' to the mill-dam in a twinklin* there cam' 

A score o' stout callan's or mair, 0, 
Wha cleekit him out like a salmon or trout, 

Just as he had gi'en up in despair, 0. 

His gudewife didna flyte ; she was stunn'd wi' affright, 
An' terror had tethered her tongue, ; 

Yet though she cudna speak, she gied vent to a shriek. 
When she saw the puir miller sae dung, O. 

Noo I've only to say, that for mony a day 

Eab suffered, yet didna complain, ; 
Sae he winna, I think, meddle mair wi' the drink, 

N'or fecht his ain shadow again, O. 
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jjj® ANGSYNE, ere yet science, wi' magical wand, 
•s^ Drove brounies an' bogles pell-mell frae the land ; 
When ony auld wife that a broom-stick could stride 
Micht career at her will round the hail kintra-side. 
In a place that was kent as the Dead Man's Dark Howe, 
"Whaur Will-o'-Wisp nichtly gaed flauntin' his lowe, 
Fu' rudely constructed wi' turf an' whin-stane, 
Stood the dreary abode o' auld Dander Alane. . 

Gif Dander was mortal, an' subject to Fate, 
An' whaur he had come frae, were themes for debate ; 
In his habits he somewhat resembled the frog. 
For though his hoose stood i' the midst o' a bog, 
He aye gat till't himsel' wi' the greatest o' ease, 
Through dubs that wad ta'en you or me past the knees ; 
But through siccan quagmire, I trow there was nane 
Socht to follow the steps o' auld Dander Alane. 

When abroad there was aught he deemed worthy o' seeing. 

He'd a mile keep between him an' ilk human being ; 

Though pursued on swift horses by riders o* skill. 

He, though danderin' at ease, kept the same distance still, 

Till tint i' the bosom o' some lowering clud. 

Or kindlier shadow o' far stretching wud ; 

I doot gin it e'er was in flesh, bluid, and bane. 

To accomplish sic feats as auld Dander Alane. 

Twas asserted by some, wha professed to hae seen, 
That auld Dander was clad in a garb o' deep green ; 
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While a beard that was white as the new drifted snaw, 
Doon his breist in an ill-keepit cluster did fa* ; 
"What his features were like nane pretended to tell, 
An unspeakable something aboot him did dwell, 
An' a weirdly sensation pervaded ilk ane 
That e'er cuist an e'e on auld Dander Alane.' 

He wad watch ilka nod o' the flowers an' the trees, 
An' wad hand pleasant converse wi' birds an' wi' bees ; 
Did it creep on the earth, or soar hie on bricht wing. 
He rejoiced in the weelfare o' ilk living thing. 
Not could it be said that puir Dander was sweer, 
He toiled nichtly for sic as ne'er socht to come near, 
An' to be unspiered after, though sairly mista'en. 
Was the only reward socht by Dander Alane. 

It was said that he tented the auld miller's kye. 

An' turned his mill-wheel when the dam had gane dry ; 

But when questioned anent it the miller was dumb. 

Or answered at maisb wi' a " ha" or a " hum." 

Sae Dander gaed onward, stiU stowlins, his way, 

His weirdly wark doing by nicht or by day. 

An' witless auld wives gar't fu' mony a puir wean, 

Hae dreadlu'-like thochts o' auld Dander Alane. 

But Dander at length had to slip frae the stage. 
For sune it was seen that this wonderfu' age. 
Puffed up wi' sae mony a new-fangled art, 
Had nae place for him in its great iron heart. 
Some few are yet left his sad fate to deplore. 
An' wish that the brounie was stiU to the fore ; 
An' sic bodies, Tm tauld, aften hear a loud mane 
When frequenting the haunts o* auld Dander Alane. 
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'E ken Tarn Tamson o' the Craft, 

Wr his grey plaid an' braid blue bannet : 
He whiles was thocht a wee thing saft, 
Through yieldin' to his gudewife Janet. 

Though stout 0* heart an* steeve o' limb, 
An' though his courage never failed him, 

Yet aft was he put oot o* trim 

When women wi' their tongues assailed him. 

"Upon his muckle heid a sheaf 

0* shaggy hair nae kaim wad enter ; 

His cheek was broon as is the leaf 
That's borne the gurly gales o' winter. 

He Itkit peace, an' seldom marr'd 

The harmony o' a carousal ; 
But few there were that wad hae daur'd 

Wi' him a second time to tousle. 

At hame he never socht to thraw. 
An' when his wife, sae fu' o' smeddum, 

Wad scauld, he'd listen to it a'. 
An' never say 'twas iU she did him. 

She'd grip him at the yill-hoose door, 
like some antique herculean daughter, 
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An* drive him hameward, on before, 
Aa nowte are driven to the slaughter. 

Yet for maist pairt they seemed to gree. 

An' live thegither unco happy, 
Unless when Tarn, wha liked a spree, 

Partook ower freely o' the drappie. 

Aye wlien he stayed an 'oor ower late. 
The wyte was laid on Sandy Strachan, 

Wha kept what she ca'd " heU's ain gate," 
The only yill-hoose i' the clachan. 

Ae winter's nicht, sae bleak an* bare. 
When Tarn had dree'd a dreary yokin', 

He daundered doon, wi' twa-three mair, 
To Sandy's hoose his drouth to slocken. 

The drink, the company, the crack. 
The sangs he heard, were sae enticin', 

The nicht withoot was dour an* black, 
An* Tam was laith to think p* risin*. 

At hame his wife, wi* looks demure, 
Beside a wee styme fire sat huddled ; 

The clock had gowkoo'd oot an 'oor 

That tauld her plainly Tam was fuddled. 

" He's drunk," quoth she ; " he micht be dead, 
Then Clootie wad be sure to cleek him ;" 

She threw her auld plaid ower her head. 
An' wandered forth alane to seek him. 
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Tam, dazed enough, ye may be sure, 

Set oot for hame, nane to assist him, 
An' took the bye-path through the muir, 

By whilk misfortune Janet missed him. 

He reached his door ; sma' din he made 

The rusty aim handle tumin' ; 
" Guid save's !" quoth he, " she gane to bed. 

An' left her kind auld cruisie bumin'." 

She never had done sae before, 

An' Tam, wha'd little cause to chide her. 

Threw aff his claes, made fast the door. 
An' slipp'd, as he thocht, in beside her. 

When Janet at the yiU-hooee ca'd. 
An' learned that Tam was gane f rae Sandy, 

Her mettle she fu' quickly shaw'd. 
An' fell on him like ony randy. 

Puir Sandy stood as he'd been dumb, 

An' Janet, when she tired o' yelpin', 
Graed back the gate she'd newlins come. 

Through dub an' mire in darkness skelpin'. 

But dreepin' like a droukit moose, 

The rain in very torrents pourin'. 
She didna reach her ain bit hoose 

Till Tam was sleepin' sound an' snorin'. 

She tried the door, 'twas fast, alack ! 
Her temper then being far frae gentle, 
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She screw'd her face an' gart it shak*, 
Enough to drive it frae the lintel. 

But it stood firm, an' sae, wi* stanes, 
She strove to ding the deals asunder, 

Then loot her voice brak' oot in granes 
That micht hae been mista'en for thunder. 

" Tarn, Tarn ! ye hempie, wad ye snore, 
An* try to gar me trow ye're sleepin' 1 

Get up at ance, unbar the door. 
My veiy flesh wi' cauld is creepin'. 

Vile carle ! think upo' your sin. 

On sic a nicht to shut your wife oot ; 

My certie I were I ance within, ' 

I'd ding your guid-for-naething life oot." 

'Twas a' in vain, an' sae she grat. 

An* shrieked until the welkin rended ; 

An' had it no been for her cat, 

The matter micht in dool hae ended. 

For hadna baudrons scratched his broo, 
Until the blood began to trinkle. 

He micht hae sleepit on till noo. 
An' proved a second Eip Van Winkle. 

He waukened in an awfu' fricht. 
An', hearin' Janet wildly screamin', 

Sprang to the floor, an' stood upricht. 
An' ferlied gif he cud be dreamin'. 



TAM TAMSON O' THE GRAFT. 103 



He tried to reason wi' himsel', 
Then, as the doolfu' din still lasted, 

Threw wide the door, when Janet fell 
Into his Gotstretched arms exhausted. 

What passed atween thae twa that nicht 
To me has ever been a myst'ry; 

Though aiblins ye micht get mair licht 
Frae those that better ken their history. 

Tarn took^ 'twas said, a solemn aith, 
Ne'er mair to play her sic a pliskie ; 

An' frae that day until his death. 
He loathed the very sicht o' whiskey. 

They lived a happy life an' lang, 
* The ane aye yielding to the ither ; 
But noo they've joined the angel thrang, 
An' live in boundless bliss thegither. 
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ON" the head o' a hillock that owerlooks the sea, 

Whar in dark feudal days frowned the dread gallows-tree, 
Frae whilk mony a ane that micht weel hae been spared, 
Had to dangle to death at the will o' the Laird : 
There, whar human fit seldom ventured to gae — 
'Mang a wheen stunted stumps o' crab an' o' slae, 
r the teeth o' ilk wild winter win' that cud blaw. 
Stood the dreary abode o' Black Jock o' the Law. 

As Jock was familiar wi' mony a strange tongue. 

It was hard to decide frae what stock he had sprung ; 

He was kent as Black Jock because o' the hue 

0' his beard, an' the bannet that slouched ower his broo. 

Trae heid to heel row'd in a muckle dreadnaught. 

That he frae a Frenchman or Spaniard had bought ; 

Thus attired he wad course the cliff heid at nicht-fa'. 

An' the deil cudna danton Black Jock o' the Law. 

Mony ferlied what kept Jock apart frae his race — 
What garr*d him abide in sae dreary a place. 
Some said that a murder he'd done in his time. 
An' that he'd come there to atone for his crime. 
Oor wily auld wives had their version, atweel. 
An' declared him a warlock, in league wi' the deil ; 
An' there wasna a youngster, in hut or in ha'. 
But had dreadfu'-like thochts o' Black Jock o' the Law. 
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But the lassie micht wear rowan sprigs in her breist, 
An' her mither, half wud, mak' her mane to the priest ; 
Jock trod the lane path aye, by muirland an' lea, 
Or cruised in his boat on the breist o' the sea. 
His daring at sea was considered a proof 
0' his dealings wi' him o' the auld cloven hoof ; 
It was said that the biUows around him micht jaw, 
But were powerless to injure Black Jock o' the Law. 

Ae wild winter's nicht, that brocht mony to grief, 

A Lunnon smack drifted upo' the red reef ; 

An' the cries o' the crew as she dashed on the rock. 

By chance reached the ears an' the heart o' Black Jock. 

In less time, I trow, than it takes me to tell. 

His boat was afloat, an' though mann'd by himsel'. 

The crew were brocht safe to the shore ane an' a'. 

An' set snug by the fire o' Black Jock o' the Law. 

Jock had done a guid deed, but, to his surprise, 

A chiel' 'mang the rescued belanged the Excise ; 

An' nae sooner gat he the auld biggin' within. 

Than his e'e met a keg o' contraband gin ; 

Though he said naething then, but partook o' the cheer, 

Jock thocht, at his wa'gaun he look'd unco queer. 

An' soon he brocht back o' his clan ither twa 

To herry the byke o' Black Jock o' the Law. 

Jock e'ed them a wee, syne spier'd their intent. 
An' discovered that they on his ruin were bent ; 
Then frae 'neath his big clock an' auld cutlass he drew. 
An' bade them stand aff, or he'd rin their hearts through. 
They, too, had their weapons, a* polished an' keen. 
An' lang, lang an' sair was the battle, I ween, 

H 
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Till, wounded an' bleedin', they slippit awa', 
Eicht glad to be quit o' Black Jock o' tlie Law. 

What his biggin' contained there was nae ane cud tell, 
For when he again gat the place to himsel', 
His guids an* his gear he conveyed to the boat 
That at the crag-fit he aye keepit afloat. 
Lest aught that remained sud e'er tarnish his name. 
Ere he left the brae-heid his bit hoose was in flame. 
He set sail, and oor folk gathered round ane an* a*. 
An' took their last look o' Black Jock o' the Law. 
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MAGGIE MUIRTON'S MUCKLE BOX. 

NCE on a time, beside the cleugh, 
That lies a bit ayont the clachan, 
There lived a lass wi' wit eneugh 
To keep the kintra side a' lauchin'. 

0, Maggie Muirton was her name, 

She earned her bread by eydent spinnin* ; 

An' ye'd gane far to find a dame 
Cud mak* a finer thread o' linen. 

Though there were mony lads aroun* 
That liked fu* weel wi' her to banter. 

They a* gat lasses frae the toun. 
An' Meg at thirty was a wanter. 

But she bethoucht her o' a plan. 

Or some slee elf had breathed it till her, 

That she, when anglin' for a man, 

Sud henceforth bait her hook wi' siller. 

John Tamson kent her scheme nae doot — 
Auld-farrant John, the carter bodie — 

An' did his best to wirk it oot, 
"Withouten dread o' deil or woodie. 

He filled a walie box wi' sand, 
An' syne, by dint o' skill an' cunnin'. 
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Around it pat an iron band, 

As craftsman miclit hae done in Lun^on. 

John kent deception to be wrang, 
Yet had recourse to muckle art wi't, 

An' brocht a wheen stout chieFs alang, 
To help him safely aff the cart wi*t. 

An' aye when questioned by the road, 
He answered thus in seeming pleasure — 

" A friend o' Meg's has dee'd abroad, 
The box nae doot contains his treasure." 

The box to Meg they safely took, 

Wha paid, an' spiered for John's wife Tibbuck ; 
Syne e'ed it wi' a weel-feigned look. 

An' loot them pree her yill an' kebbuck. 

But as nae wird o' it she said, 

John Tamson's tale cudna be dootit. 

An' like wildfire abroad it spread. 
Till a' oor gossips kent aboot it. 

An* though considered plain before. 

An' hardly recognised by ony, 
She noo heard wooers by the score 

Proclaiming her baith guid an' bonnie. 

As routh 0* dainties mak's ane nice, 

Meg snubb'd the silly sumphs that socht her ; 
An' kept aye addin* to her price, 

Till gear itsel' cudna hae bocht her. 
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A farmer in whase heart there low'd 
A spark she'd managed ance to kindle, 

Hearin* like ithers o' the gowd, 
Didna permit it then to dwindle. 

He cherished it, till it became 
A licht his lanely path illuming — 

Ay, till it grew a scorching flame, 
His peace, his very life consuming. 

He socht her hand, she answered " Na," 
Till he declared he'd gang demented, 

Then, dreadin' sic micht e'en befa', 
Wi' great reluctance she consented. 

They wedded were ae day in June, 
To them a day o* muckle pleasure. 

Though ere its joys were haflins dune, 
He questioned her aboot her treasure. 

Meg leugh, an' tauld him that the box, 
0' whilk he'd dootless heard the rumour, 

"Was naething but a wicked hoax 
To keep the kintra side in humour. 

That box, he noo cud understand, 

Held naught to mak' him rich or puir wi'. 

Beyond a pickle guid sea-sand, 

John Tamson brocht to strew the floor wi'. 



^ 
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JOHNNIE MACEAVER. 

'HEY sing o' the glory an' grandeur o' Rome, 
0' the deeds o' a Caesar — the hicht o' a dome, 
Wha aspire to niche in the temple o' fame, 
As if there were naught to be sung o* at hame. 
My muse downa soar on sae lofty a wing ; 
But if ye will listen a wee I will sing 
0* a couple wha live in the county o* Fife, 
Ca'd Johnnie Maceaver an' Janet his wife. 

Weel kent i' the countj^ is Johnnie Maceaver, 
Whar lang he has followed the craft o' a weaver ; 
An' Janet, his pairtner, a trig-lookin' dame. 
Keeps his pirns aye f u', an' looks after his hame. 
Though little there is to he made at the loom, 
It is seldom they let their auld meal-kist gae toom ; 
An' few are the bodies wi' comforts sae rife 
As Johnnie Maceaver an' Janet his wife. 

But the Laird's only dochter, sae winsome an* fair, 
Ae day when the win' had dishevelled her hair — 
N"ae doot a wee touched wi' the pride o' her class — 
Ca'd at Janet's to keek at hersel' i' the glass. 
An' she leugh a loud laugh, Janet took for reproof, 
When she saw a bit " thing" scarce the size o' her loof ; 
Whilk laugh was the cause o' nae little strife 
Between Johnnie Maceaver an' Janet his wife. 

The first " meal" thereafter Janet cudna lat pass. 

But tauld John hoo the leddy had smirked at her glass, 
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-Aji' begged for a new ane, whilk she said wad look braw, 

An' be usefu' when gentry sud happen to ca*. 

" Awa wi' your gentry — they will keek i' the dubs, 

Or, to mair purpose still, in their ain washin* tubs, 

Ere Tse be deprived o' ae comfort in life," 

<3uoth Johnnie Maceaver to Janet his wife. 

Noo, Janet, though reckoned baith modest an* douce, 
Can flyte like a fiend when her temper breaks loose ; 
Sae she swore his auld duds she wad ne'er put a steek in, 
Till ance he sud grant her a new glass to keek in, 
^' Gae forth, ye rude randy, an' rowte 'mang the kye ; 
Ere a new glass for you or your gentry I'll buy, 
111 sooner gie up my auld craig to the knife !" 
Bawled Johnnie Maceaver to Janet his wife. 

■** Alack !" shouted Janet, " hoo sairly I rue 
That I e'er linked mysel' to a carle like you ; 
But, frae this time, ilk plack o' my eamin's I'll hain. 
An' buy, at the fair, a braw glass o' my ain." 
Syne John, wi' a froon that was gruff as the winter's. 
Declared if she did, he wad ding it in splinters ; 
Sae waxed the wud wirds, like wild biUows o* strife, 
Between Johnnie Maceaver an' Janet his wife. 

An' muckle I doot gif this date wad hae seen them. 

Had a weel-meanin' neebour no stepped in between them — 

Oien a new glass to Janet — to John an advice. 

The sweet wirds o' whilk thowed his heart in a trice. 

Noo the glass it hangs up, whar nae gentry may keek in't ; 

Whar Janet hersel' kythes fu' modest an' meek in't ; 

An' there wins nae a cantier couple in Eife 

Than Johnnie Maceaver an' Janet hifi wife. 



112 THE BODIB THAT GATHERS THE TAXES. 




THE BODIE THAT GATHERS THE TAXES. 



HERE'S a slee-lookin' chieF, that we dinna like weel, 
Gangs keekin' through keyholes an' crannies, 
An' wi' face that seems brass to a' strangers that pass, 

Putting questions micht puzzle their grannies. 
Gif wi' him ye sud meet, an' be as indiscreet 

As to answer the queries he axes. 
Then, ten chances to ane, your dimensions are ta'en — 
He's the bodie that gathers the taxes. 

He is come o' a tribe that I mayna describe, 

An' he apes the proud gait o' the gentry, 
Though his claes micht f u* well hae been worn by a swell 

That has mixed wi' the mools for a century. 
His presence, atweel, we a' dread like the deil. 

Or the stoun' o' some toothache that racks us ; 
'V\niile the haill canine race a' snarl i' the face 

0' the bodie that gathers the taxes. 

He is young, he is auld, in a breath we are tauld, 

An' aboot him there hangs siccan mystery. 
That, despite his new name, he may stiU be the same 

As we shudder to read o' in history.* 
But whatever his age, when he's thwarted, in rage 

Like a very tornado he waxes, 
Till we a' shrink an' cower 'neath the ominous glower 

0' the bodie that gathers the taxes. 

"* See Accounts of Wat Tyler's Resistance to the FoU-Tax. 
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Sud we e'en slip oor wa's to be oot when he ca*s, 

Eoun' the first nook we gang he'll be standin' ; 
An* gif we come back to get oot o' his track, 

He's the first that we meet on the " landin'." 
It is his " last ca'," an' he'll no gang awa', 

An' unco sma' boukit he mak's us, 
For the neebours are queer, an' oor tulzie they hear 

Wi' the bodie that gathers the taxes. 

Gif at the toon end we sud crack wi' a friend, 

Hoo sleely he'll slip in ahint us. 
An' tell the amount o' some sma' bit account 

That stands i' his buikie anent us j 
That it is overdue we ken weel to be true. 

An' his lang arm ootward he raxes ; 
Till, panting wi' sweat, we are fain to retreat 

Frae the bodie that gathers the taxes. 

Yet bide till we see gif it's honest that we, 

Oorsel's sae faint-hearted and feeble, 
Sud censure a man for doin' as he can 

A duty that's richt disagreeable. 
Let's abide by the laws, an' be in when he ca's, 

Not flinch when adversity shak's us ; 
Gif we're thriftless at hame we are far mair to blame 

Than the bodie that gathers the taxes. 



114 DECEMBER AN' MAY. 



DECEMBER AN' MAY. 




Y father may froon, an' my mitlier may flyte, 
I will please them as far as I can, 
But ril never consent, if they baith sud gang gyte, 

To many a feckless auld man. 
They wad throw me awa', i' the bloom o' my youth, 

On a carle baith gruesome an* grey ; 
Oh, hoo can they think that life's wheels will gang smooth 
When December gets wedded to May 1 

They wad ne'er wish to see me the auld bodie's wife 

An' it werena the greed o' his gear. 
For they think he micht settle upon me for life 

A hundred or twa i' the year. 
An' for this I maun thole their ill-will an' neglect. 

An' be taunted by nicht an' by day ; 
Though dootless theyll i&nd what they little expect 

Gin December be coupled to May. 

I accepted, 'tis true, o' some presents he brocht, 

When after me first he cam' spierin' ; 
What cud I hae dune, when I hadna a thocht 

But that the auld bodie was jeerin' 1 
An' noo he's persistent, an' as my dislike 

Is increasing, I crave for delay. 
The auld bodies, I fear, may hae nae little fyke 

In uniting December to May. 
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At the kirk door on Sunday it made my heart sick, 

An* I wished through the groun' I micht fa*, 
When the carle cam* hirplin* in-by on his stick, 

Wi' his haffets as white as the snaw ; 
An' sic loving language he on me bestow'd, 

Before a' my companions sae gay, 
That I ordered him aff to mak* love to his gowd — 

His December was chilling my May. 

But I hae a lad in whase heart there*s nae guile, 

Though wi* him I scarce daur to be seen. 
An' across the dark muirland, for mony a lang mile, 

He aft wanders to woo me at e*en. 
"Wi* wale o* sweet ^virds he enraptures my ear, 

As amang the green brackens we stray ; 
Oh, I carena a flee howe*er scant be his gear, 

Sin' his life is, like mine, at its May. 

There maun something be wrang when twa leal, loving hearts 

Are forbidden thegither to dwell ; 
Sae I think the auld fouk sud gie ower their cruel arts. 

An' leave me to choose for mysel*. 
But come weal or come wae, I wiU keep frae the snare. 

Though their precepts I sud disobey ; 
Sae the carle maun e'en gang a-courtin' elsewhere. 

Nor blight wi* December my May. 
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God help ilk pair ootcast, though he dreena the half 
0' the waes that are mine wi' my auld oxter staff. 

Whan beneath the dark firoon o' the haughty I cower, 

What wad I no gie that my sufferings were ower ! 

That my care-burdened soul — though nae mortal sud wis*- 

Wad but wing its way hameward to regions o* bliss I 

But I feel myseF clasped i* the arms o' decay, 

An' I canna hae lang noo to look for the day 

Whan the hinmaist black dregs o* my life's cup Til quaff, 

An' bid fareweel for aye to my auld oxter staff. 
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A RHYME FOR THE TIME. 

(Written towards the close of 1870,) 

'AY by your swords, ye men o' blood, 
Anither year will soon hae dawned ; 
Therefore let love an' britherhood 
An' peace prevail in ilka land. 

The grim auld year, sae steeped in sin, 
Mann gae the gate o' sullied age ; 

A guid new year will soon be in — 
May nae blood blur its bonnie page ! 

Lat Saxon tak' the han' o' Gaul 

Ance mair in fervent friendly grasp ; 

Her haughty sons lie stark an' caul'— 
She seems amaist at her last gasp. 

Be mercifu', ye German men, 

Forget her sijifu' deeds of yore ; 
Ye've cowed her weel — she ne'er again 

May drench your Fatherland wi' gore. 

Bestir yoursel's, ye men o' peace. 
Proclaim aloud your blissfu' cause. 

Till wastefu' war's wild tumults cease, 
An' we hae purer, better laws : 
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Till tyranny be made to reel, 

An' lengthen oot her gallin' chain; 

Till man shall seek his brither's we^, 
An' ease the warl' o' half its pain. 

Yet, by the page o' sacred lore, 
Dread Armageddon still maun be. 

When that great stream o' human gore 
Shall, reekin' red, run to the sea. 

Thou wiU'st it sae, great Power Divine, 
That man these cruel wars may wage. 

Till Thou Thine Olive Branch shalt twine. 
And usher in the gowden age. 
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NEVEE complain, love, though hard be oor lot, 
Though grim poortith grin frae ilk neuk o' oor cot, 
An' ill luck pursue us through life's gloomy track. 
Till in oor possession we hae nae a plack. 
Though coarse be oor fare, an' oor cleedin' though scant, 
Wi' sma' space between us and absolute want, 
Though dark seem oor future as nicht's dreary reign, 
We'll wile oor gate onward an' never complain. 

O never complain, be oor cares e'er sae rife, 

<jin dark cluds owershadow oor pathway through life. 

We'll keep aye the side o' the past in oor view, 

Whar some cheerfu' blink o' sweet sunshine broke through. 

An' should we be destined to meet wi' great waes — 

Should oor maist cherished friends e'en become oor warst faes — 

Oor kindred regard us wi' scomfu' disdain— 

We'll bear't a' wi' patience, an' never complain. 

O never complain, love, though trachled fu' sair. 
To keep oor wee bairns frae gaun hungry an' bare ; 
The still voice o' conscience ne'er ceases to tell's 
That ithers hae dune even mair for oorsel's. 
Let's face the day's toil, be the blast e'er sae keen — 
Their sweet looks o' love will reward us at e'en. 
O' oor wee bits o' lammies, sae couthie an' fain, 
May we ne'er be sae hardened as dare to complain. 
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O never complain, for ilk grief bravely borne, 
Thougb mankind may daur w^iiles to speak o't wi' scorn, 
Well get a reward mair endurin* by far 
Than if we had levelled haill nations in war. 
Though the praise o' this warld upo' them may fa', 
That possess some bit giftie nae common to a', 
They only are great that great hardship an' pain 
Can silently bear, love, an' never complain. 



i 
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T the edge o' the e'en, when keen was the air, 
An' winter-wrapt forests looked dowie an' bare ; 
The bleak uorlin* win' cam' sae piercin' an' chill, 
Owre cauld wreaths o' snaw that lay thick on the hill ; 
Yet though the win' frae a cauld airt was blawin', 
An' dark shades o' e'enin' sae fastly were fa'in', 
Alane on the road a bit laddie was seen— 
'Twas drucken Nan Tamson's puir wanderin' wean. 

A' day he'd been ca'in' the haill parish through, 
For a dud to his back, or a bit to his mou' ; 
An' wae were his looks, for his heartie was sair. 
As he hirpled alang i' the cauld e'enin' air. 
Sma' comfort at hame did the puir laddie hae, 
A bed in a neuk 'mang a pickle o' strae. 
While his mither was drunk aye frae mom till e'en, 
Nor cared for the wants o' her wanderin' wean. 

Tired noo wi' wanderin', an' stiff wi' the cauld. 
His wee bits o' leggies they scarcely wad fauld. 
His heidie was bare, too, an' smartin' wi' pain, 
Frae greetin' the laddie cud hardly refrain ; 
He thocht o' his hame, but he cudna gae there, 
An' wearied, he amaist had sunk in despair. 
For hope's feeble ray its last blink had gien 
To urge on the fe6t o' the wanderin' wean. 
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At a hoose on the roadside, when owercome wi* pain. 
He pleadit for shelter, but pleadit in vain ; 
An' auld hoary carlin', to eUd a disgrace, 
Sae ruthlessly dashed the cot-door in his face ; 
Her heart micht hae meltit, if heart she had hain, 
For ony wild sayage ftae Afeica's plain. 
Wi' a heart as hard as the grey granite stane, 
His Held wad hae shared wf the wanderin' wean. 

He tottered awa' frae the door in a swoon. 
An' helpless as hopeless he laid himsel' doon 
Upo' the cauld road, there sae lanely to lie, 
Wi' nae kindly f rien' near to hear his faint cry ; 
At length, a kind message o' sweet love to bring. 
An angel approached him on seraphic wing ; 
Sae ayont the bricht stams to glory was ta'en 
The soul o' Nan Tamson's puir wanderin' wean. 

At the first glint o' mom, sae dowie an' gray. 
Ere the sun frae the east sent his first feeble lay, 
Cauld, stiff, an' streekit, by the roadside was seen 
The corse o' Nan Tamson's puir wanderin' wean. 
To a lanely kirkyard they bore him awa', 
An' made his last bed 'neath a cauld wreath o* snaw ; 
But noo in sweet summer the wild grass grows green 
Owre the grave o' Nan Tamson's puir wanderin' wean. 
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BODIE ance ransacked the toun, 
P"; j^:^ ^2i» a' the rural pairts aroun' — 

The clachans, road-sides, muirs, an' lanes — 
For scraps o' aim, auld rags, an' banes. 
The gudewives searched their rubbish-bings 
For useless or unseemly things, 
An' prized the mite, howe'er sae wee, 
They gat frae Symon Soupletree. 

A bare-faced birkie, lank an' lean, 
Twa ells or mair o' skin an' bane ; 
Wee, gray, gleg een sunk i' his heid 
That seemed your ilka thocht to read. 
Though aft subjected to disgrace, 
The smile but seldom left his face. 
An' rich an' puir alike were free 
To jest wi' Symon Soupletree. 

He flattered an' spak' fair to a' 
The hoosewives o' baith hut an' ha'. 
An' mony a bane an' mony a rag 
They laid aside for Symon's bag. 
Sae fair seemed he in a' his deah'ngs. 
An' never socht to wound ane's feelings. 
That there were unco few cud see 
A faut in Symon Soupletree. 
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Frae day to day, frae year to year, 
The bodie wandered far an' near, 
To little purpose it was thocht, 
Till ance a bran-new shop he bocht, 
Whilk shop he filled wi' drapery guids. 
An' customers cam' in in fluids ; 
For what took best the public e'e 
Was kent to Symon Soupletree. 

^ji' noo, for policy or pride^ 
His gangrel garb he threw aside, 
An' donned as fine a suit o' black 
As ever happ'd a clerkly back. 
He tint the gate to speak braid Lallans 
In presence o' your high-bred callans ; 
Dumfoundered were we a' to see 
Sic craft in Symon Soupletree. 

When questions grave oor sages shook, 

'Twas aye the popular side he took ; 

To ilk prood, patronising donkey. 

He'd boo as laigh as ony flunkey. 

His ilka action tending still 

To brmg the grist-bag to his miU ; 

Nae rich man's pound, nor wean's bawbee. 

Cam' wrang to Symon Soupletree. 

His skUl in getting gowd waa such. 
He seemed possessed o' Midas' touch ; 
Nae bumie to the ocean trilled 
Mair constant than his coffer filled ; 
He hoarded it wi' muckle stealth. 
Till he had 'maist a mine o' wealth. 
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An' some o' us, I winna lee, 
Whiles envied Symon Soupletree. 

Sae time rolled on, an* Symon grew 
As rich, I'm sure, as ony Jew ; 
K"or did his zeal ae jot abate 
Until he owned a fine estate. 
Then up the social scale he went, 
Straucht to a seat in Parliament, 
Whar plain-gaun f ouk, like you or me. 
Tint sicht o' Symon Soupletree. 

Eicht brilliant was the course he ran, 
To please a' parties was his plan ; 
Yet nane he reckoned worth a sneeshin 
That failed to better his position. 
To highest ranks he forced an entry — 
Fawned aye on a' the country gentry. 
An' keeping sweet in Eoyalty's e'e, 
Becam' Sir Symon Soupletree. 

An' still for questionable ends 
The giddy ladder he ascends ; 
Sae dootless, in a year or twa, 
We'U find him at the tap o' a'. 
But, to conclude my rugged rhymes, 
'Tis only at election times 
The " vulgar crood" may hope to see 
The great Sir Symon Soupletree. 
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EOSSIE BKAES. 




\h H FiJT dawns the mom on Eossie Braes, 
An' Sol's rays kiss the sea, Jean, 
Hk woody-warbler hums his lay 
To welcome in the morning gay, 
An' wile the weary hours away 
That lag sae slow wi' me, Jean ! 

The children of the garden gay. 

Surpassing dear to me, Jean I 
The zephyr, sighing through the trees. 
Bears lightly on its gentle breeze 
(Pleasingly wi' careless ease) 

Their fragrance sweet an' free, Jean ! 

When silent sorrow fills this heart. 

Lonely let me recline, Jean, 
On the green sward beside the hill, 
Where the runnel trickles through the miU, 
Issuing its gentle murmur still, 

Sae gracefully divine, Jean. 

Such scenes delight the youthfu' heart. 
Though auld f ouk grim an' grey, Jean, 

Atoning for what they've done amiss, 

They carena for a warld like this. 

But look afar on endless bliss. 
In regions far away, Jean ! 
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BETTER A WEE BIT BIELD WT PEACE. 




ETTER a wee bit bield wi' peace 
Than stately La's, whar care an' strife 
Mak' sick the heart, an' never cease 
To clog the weary wheels o' life. 

Sweet wife, tho' hamely be our cot, 
Since we hae been thegither here 

Kind Providence hath bless'd our lot 
Wi' halier gifts than land or ^ear. 

We've aye had strength our bread to earn 
Without the aid o' warldly wiles ; 

An' noo we've gat a sweet wee bairn 
To cheer our e'enin's wi' its smiles. 

We hae contentment, though we lack 
Eaith costly duds an' sumptuous fare 

We've meal enough our brose to mak', 
An' whiles amaist a handfu' mair. 

Our scanty stock o' sair won gear 

We'll gie for duds o' hame-spun claith 

TheyTl gar's look trig for mony a year 
On holidays an' Sundays baith. 

An' e'en though a' the ills o' life 
Against our peace sud e'er combine, 
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We'll steel our hearts amid the strife — 
Be trustfu' still, an' ne'er repine. 

At e'enin' by the ingle neuk, 

Although our banes wi' toil are sair, 

We'll ponder ower God's haly beuk, 
An* aiblins we'll get comfort there : 

That ae great star that brichtly beams, 
Frail pilgrims' hearts wi' hope to buoy, 

May on our pathway shed its gleams — 
Its gowden gleams o' endless joy. 
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THE DEN O' DUNNINALD. 




:H ! some there are wha love to sing 
0' bloody wars an' scenes o* strife, 
As if it were a guidly thing 

For man to spill his brother's life. 
Sic savage scenes are no for me, 

They mak' my very bluid run cauld, 
But I delight to sing o' thee, 
Thou bonnie Den o' Dunninald. 

By thee keeks oot the wee primrose. 

An' ragged-robin flaunts sae fine ; 
By thee the purple orchis grows, 

An' starry blossomed celandine ; 
An' high upon the rocky ridge, 

Whar few to venture are sae bauld. 
Blooms mony a sweet wUd saxifrage, 

By the sweet Den o' Dunninald. 

Through thee there runs a bumie clear, 

'Neath tangled boughs o' mony a tree, 
An' countless wild-birds, lingering near. 

Are fain its cooling sweets to pree. 
Throughout the sultry summer hours 

It winds by rocks moss-grown an' auld, 
An' freshness gies to a' thy flowers, 

Thou bonnie Den o' Dunninald. 
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I aften dream o' bygane days, 

When I, a wee bit prattling bairn, 
Ean wantonly about thy braes, 

An' gathered fronds o' stately fern. 
0, 1 hae solemn thochts o' thee 

That cudna be in language tauld — 
An ideal heaven thou art to me, 

Thou bonnie Den o' Dunninald. 

But gane are now those joyous hours, 

An' gane my life's gay golden prime, 
An' I maun fade as do the flowers. 

Beneath the blighting touch of time ; 
Yet when from hence my soul maun gae. 

An' death these weary limbs shall fauld, 
I fain would lie by lone St. Skae, 

K"ear thee, sweet Den o' Dunninald. 



h 
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HERE, BY THE HEARTH, ADINE. 



A Retrospect. 



HERE is nothing left on our heaxth, Adine, 
But embers dull and white, 
Yet pleasant it is to sit by your side 

When far into the night, 
And from your bosom to take my warmth. 
And from your eyes my light. 

I have just awoke from a golden dream 

Of the sweet time long ago. 
When we sat together beneath the thorn 

And watched the streamlet flow. 
The blossoms were falling about us then 

like fleecy flakes of snow. 

The speckled thrush piped to his mate 

On an elm tree hard by ; 
The rapturous song of the soaring lark 

Came thrilling from the sky. 
And I clasped your soft, snowy hand in mine 

Till a joy tear dimmed your eye. 

Thinking we, too, might make love, like the birds, 
" Will you be my own 1" I said. 
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You did not answer me then, as you know, 

But blushed and hung your head. 
Till I pressed a kiss on your beautiful cheek, 

'Mid the streaks of white and red. 

Then soul held communion with soul, in joy 

So deep, that we lingered there 
Till the star-light came through the tangled boughs. 

And sparkled amid your hair ; 
As if each soft silken tress had been strewn 

With diamonds rich and rare. 

And hand in hand by the altar we stood. 
When a few brief moons had passed. 

And we bound ourselves by a holy tie 
That would stand while life should last ; 

We saw in the future but sweet sunshine, 
K"ot recking Misfortune's blast. 

Old Time went on with giant strides. 

And a joyous life was ours — 
Not that it was just all sunshine. 

But mixed with genial showers — 
For soon by our hearth three children smiled. 

As smilethythe sweet spring flowers. 

But a cloud appeared in our sky of life, 

And troubles came on amain. 
As spots will come on the plane-tree leaves 

When Autumn touches the grain ; 
And we, who had drunk so deep of life's joy. 

Could not well flinch from its pain. 
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Oar dear ones who danced in the dawn of life, 

AU bright with its radiant glow, 
Grew pallid and drooped as the blossoms did 

In the sweet time long ago, 
And our hearts went down so deep, so deep. 

In the gloomy gulf of woe. 

Oh ! a golden city there is somewhere. 

With a King whose will is Fate, 
And our children, beautiful, good, and true, 

"Were so near that city's gate 
That the great King deigned to call them in, 

And we dared not bid them wait. 

And so we are here, by the hearth, Adine, 

With its embers dull and white, 
And we'll journey onward together still. 

Though shrouded in sorrow's night ; 
And from God's bosom will come our warmth — 

From His great eye our light. 
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THE HOUSE ON THE SHORE. 




I 



H ! away, far away, in a beautiful isle. 
Where in summer the wild rose blooms sweetly the while, 
And the hawthorn blossoms so hoar, 
Where the balm breathing zephyrs soft whispering stray, 
And the cowslips sip fondly the sweet dews of Mauy, 
Dwelt a maiden so lovely, so young, and so gay. 
In a house on its lonely shore. 

In what beauteous clusters her golden hair curled. 

Like light clouds in sunbeams ere night shrouds the world, 

And slumber brings bright dreams of yore. 
With the purest of thoughts was her gentle mind fraught, 
And my wild wayward spirit, unchastened, untaught. 
All its first gleams of joy from this sweet maiden caught. 

In that house on the lonely shore. 

The soft winning smiles around her ripe lips that played 
So enticingly, changed my whole life, and made 

My bosom with sweet love run o'er. 
O ! her sparkling eyes on me in soft joyance beamed, 
And my young heart with high hopes of tender bliss teemed. 
All in life's dawn, like some sainted seraph she seemed, 

In that house on the lonely shore. 

Sore I strove in 1;hat maiden's affections to rise. 
And when fond wedlock joined us in holiest ties, 
I fancied her mine evermore. 
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Then as o'er our young heads stole a few joyous years, 
We together in sweet love oft mingled our tears, 
And the wild moan of ocean at eve met our ears, 
In that house on the lonely shore. 

Still how fondly I cherished love's undying flame, 
But the arrow of fate like a thunderbolt came 
And smote me with grief to the core. 

! the Sun he shone bright on a sorrowful day, 
And an angel he bore on his evening ray, 
With my heart, and the soul of my darling away. 

From that house on the lonely shore ! 

Then they bore her pale form, once so gentle and meek. 
To a lonely churchyard near a desolate creek — 

A creek where the wild billows roar ; 
£ut still amid the o'erwhelming battle of life. 
Where the broad breast of manhood is bared in the strife, 

1 will dream of my darling, my sweet angel wife. 

And our house on the lonely shor^. 
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TO A ROBIN. 





OTH love, my sweet Robin, thy life so entrance, 
Or what magic attuneth thy heart 1 
What power hath inspired thee, blithe creature 1 Perchance 

Of the song-god*s sweet essence thou art, 
That thus, 'mid the snows of the bleak winter's mom, 
Thou art chanting away on the leafless thorn. 

Ah ! see thy companion, the timid wood-thrush. 

In dismay she hath folded her wings, 
And, perched 'mid the leaves of an evergreen bush. 

The picture of soul-slumbering things. 
Thou regardest her weakness with pity — not scorn, 
As thy thrilling notes gush from the leafless thorn. 

Song-rapt at day-dawn, when the summer sun shines, 

O'er the dewy field soareth the lark ; 
But, by the lone moorland, in silence she pines, 

When the days are so chilly and dark ; 
Yet thou of thy song-power remainest unshorn. 
Though unsheltered by aught save the leafless thorn. 

O, were I but gifted with transcendent power. 

And could soar like the mighty of wing, 
I'd ask, in life's sunniest, murkiest hour. 

For the strength still to labour and sing. 
Like thou, the stout-hearted, in days most forlorn, 
That keep'st chanting away on the leafless thorn. 
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TO A SNOWDROP. 




'HITE-ROBED, beautiful snowdrop, 
Sweet flower of a darksome day, 
Thou liffcest thy head from the frozen sod. 
Disdaining to sleep in thy dark abode 
Till waked by the breath of May. 

The frost-king is making quaint flowers on the pane, 

His bridge is still over the lake, 
And chiU are the hearths and the homes of the poor. 
While the plover's wild cry on the desolate moor 

Makes the hearts of the timid to quake. 

All barren and bare lie the uplands and hills, 
"No flower save thine own on the lawn ; 

The woods and the fields wear an aspect forlorn. 

The sad robin sings on a leafless thorn 
To welcome a dreary dawn. 

Thy sister the primrose, so timid and coy, 

May hide by the moss-covered stone ; 
But thou, in thy garment so spotlessly white, 
Hast nothing to dread from God's beautiful'4|||^ 
So appear'st in thy splendour alone. 

Though the rose, that unfoldeth its beautiful breast 
To bask in the summer sunshine, 



140 TO A SNOWDROP. 



Hath a gaudier bloom than to thee hath been given. 
Yet the angels that guard the bright portals of heaven 
Are arrayed in such garments as thine. 

^0 treasure hast thou for the tiny insect, 
'lis man's heart alone thou wouldst please ; 

No bee ventures forth from thy bosom to sup, 

No butterfly clings to thy beautiful cup 
As it swings in the boreal breeze. 

Oh ! welcome, sweet snowdrop, I pity the heart 

That taketh no joy in thy birth ; 
For though all things around thee look cheerless and chill. 
Thou bnngest sweet hope, and to me thou art still 

The first gem on the brow of the earth. 
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THE OLD LOVE. 




^OOE Charley is come, and, thougli he looks smart, 
I cannot but thmk it a pity 
That, deep in the core of his pliant heart, 
There is less of nature and more of art, 
Since he went to live in the city. 

Despite the wonderful things he may see 

Of a night when his work is over, 
I'm sure he was better when, here with me, 
He sported about, like the sweet wild bee, 

Through the meadows amid the clover. 

He sent for me on the night that he came, 
And I went, my heart full of gladness ; 

But his looks were altered, his language tame, 

And he called me oft by a vulgar name, 
"Which turned all my joy into sadness. 

He praised the old city, with all its crimes. 

And laughed, though he cannot laugh hearty. 
But had not a word of the dear old times 
When we sang together our rustic rhymes. 
At many a blithe evening party. 

He never once spoke of the heath-clad hill, 
K"or the old green lane with its hedges. 
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Nor of that May morning, so bright and still, 
When we climbed the rock by the water mill, 
And gathered the sweet saxifrages. 

He said that with us there was nothing fine, 

That our air made him feel so chilly ; 
He boasted of having had " cake and wine," 
And he parts his hair on the top like mine. 
Which I think makes a man look silly. 

I did not upbraid him — I don't like strife 

Any more than the language he uses ; 
I promised once that I would be his wife, 
And, as I'd be true to the end of my life, 
He may have me still if he chooses. 

I do not think he will trouble me more. 

So m try to grieve less about him ; 
For the golden dream of my youth is o'er. 
He is not the Charley I loved of yore. 
And I rather would be without him. 
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KING WINTER. 




^E fear thy approach, thou grim old King, 
With thy dark cloud-mantled brow ; 
Though a mighty monarch thou dost seem, 
Thy looks are fraught with no joyous gleam. 
As we thus behold thee now. 

O ! sorely we dread thy baleful reign. 

For thou spreadest decay around; 
Thy breath the moist of the earth congeals, 
TiU 'neath thy pond'rous chariot-wheels, 

Each road seems iron-bound. 

Thou span'st the lake with glassy bridge. 

And crownest the hills with hoar ; 
Thou stirrest anew the wrathful main, 
Till cavern and creek throw back again 

The turbulent billows' roar. 

Over woodland, glade, and forest deep 

Thy magic spell may be thrown ; 
And the trees, though stripped of each green leaf^ 
Thou clothest within a period brief 

With a vesture all thine own. 

Thy pencil with rare artistic skill 
Thou boldest, and we may gain 
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A knowledge of thy peculiar grace 
From the pictures thou wilt deign to trace 
On the lowly cottage pane. 

But ah ! thou dullest the poor man's limbs, 

In poverty-stricken cot ; 
Thou see'st the flame on his hearth expire, 
And hearest his prayer to heaven for fire, 

Yet heedest his sufTrings not. 

Thou hast thy reign from a power Divine, 

And we claim to know thy worth ; 
But thou givest to all things such a chill 
That we'd rather have had thee slumbering still 
Away in the icy north. 
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MY ANGEL. 

.cmTN a dark city once tbou might'st have foand me, 

^ Revelling in a mansion old and grand, 
And in gay garments, ofttimes thronging round me, 
The titled minions of a goodly land. 

Yet mingling with my life, as with my treasure, 

Were the ingredients of a base alloy. 
And though still panting in pursuit of pleasure. 

My soul was utterly devoid of joy. 

For all about me in the grim, old city 

Huge misery went moaning night and day. 

Her hapless hordes, whose looks implored my pity, 
I drove unsuccoured from my gate eway. 

I drove them from my gate — how unavailing. 

A benign angel, stooping lowly, said — 
'^ Thou canst not shut thine ears against the wailing, 

The pleading of the destitute for bread. 

" Thou canst not but behold their haggard faces 
Before thee still, amid the giddy throng ; 

Their cries will reach thee in remotest places, 
Haunting thy memory like a demon's song." 

Thus spoke the angel : I, trembling with emotion. 
Upon my knees besought her to impart 
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But one small drop from out the mighty ocean 
Of her joy to assuage my aching heart. 

" Leave me not," I cried, " thou beauteous creature. 
Alone in utter wretchedness to pine ; 

Oh ! be thou near me still, that some sweet feature 
Of thy life may be grafted into mine." 

" Yearn not for me," she said, " but my possessions, 
Love^ faith, and charity, keep thou in sight ; 

Show mercy to the poor, my near relations. 
And bring thy buried ingots into light. 

" Go out unto the city's darksome regions, 
Whence keep issuing those dreadful moans, 

Open thy stores unto the hungry legions 
Who cannot, as thou knowest, eat the stones. 

" Eevere thy kind beneath thee as above thee. 
And strive amain each drooping heart to buoy ; 

So shall thy Maker and thy kindred love thee, 
So shall thy life abound with peace and joy." 

She pleaded on, while from my needy brothers 
I no longer dared my substance to withhold ; 

And I learned that giving joy to others 
Increased my own beyond a hundredfold. 

Now with my angel in aU things agreeing, 
So near to her in spirit have I pSLed 

While she in semblance of an earthly being 
Eeposes nightly on my joyous breast. 
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SWEET BESS OF ABERDEEN. 

,fM LOVE, when Sol's bright beams o'ertop 

^ The sea, at morning gay, 
To watch sweet flowers their bosoms ope, 

'Mid sparkling dews of May. 
But flowers that sip the dew-drops rare 

When morn's first rays are seen, 
With thy fair form may not compare. 

Sweet Bess of Aberdeen. 

Thou'rt lovely as the new-blown rose. 

Ere yet by storms defaced, 
And pure as the eternal snows 

On rugged mountain breast. 
And like the flower in ravine deep 

That lifts its head unseen, 
Thy beauty hid thou fain wouldst keep. 

Sweet Bess of Aberdeen. 

Still may'st thou dwell in peace, apart 

From all of life that's vile. 
Till thou hast found a kindred heart, 

A heart that knows no guile — 
A heart that still would faithful be, 

Whate'er might intervene, 
'Mid life's rude storms to cherish thee, 

Sweet Bess of Aberdeen. 
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COME, LOVE, AND HAIL THE MORNING. 




I^OME, love, and hail the momingy 
While soothing zephyrs sigh, 
And a thousand gems besparkle 

The blue ethereal sky. 
The song of little red-breast 

Our drooping hearts will cheer ; 
Come, love, and hail the morning, 
Ere yet the Sun appear ! 

Come, love, and hail the morning. 

Where fields with dew are dressed, 
And where the modest primrose 

Unfolds its yeUow breast. 
The blithesome streamlet meanders 

Down to the surging main ; 
Come, love, ere the golden Sun 

With radiance fills the plain. 

Come, love, and hail the morning. 

With its soul-stirring strains. 
While life's young blood so buoyant 

Leaps lightly in our veins. 
Ere yet the gladsome summer 

Gives place to winter drear, 
Come, love, and hail the morning, 

Ere the bright Sun appear ! 
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TO A PROUD BEAUTY. 




'HINX'ST thou, fair one, that thou art ttiade 
Of better mould than I ? 
Thou look'st as if that fairy form 
Of thine could never die — 

As if that thou couldst thus remain 

For ever in thy prime. 
Unaltered by the silent touch 

Of stem, relentless Time. 

Oh ! wert thou as the changeless stars, 

In yon ethereal sky, 
That shed their beauty o'er the world. 

And shine, but never die ; 

Then mightst thou think that thou wert made 
Of better mould than I. 

But thou, as doth the fragile flower 

That flaunts in summer gay. 
When thou hast had thy bright, brief hour. 

Wilt fade and pass away. 
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TIBBIE TAMSON. 

ULD Tibbie Tamson o' the Shaw 

Had gat her heid sae panged wi* knowledge, 
That she was naetbing laith to thraw 
Wi* high-bred birkies frae the College. 

She had but little o' beuk lair, 

r her young day 'twas seldom needit, 

But Nature's beuk lay broad an' bare, 
An' Tibbie kent the gate to read it. 

She useAsjbo say, though it seemed odd 

In an^^ Tibbie's humble station. 
That Nattm cam' direct frae God, 

An' sacrea was as revelation. 

That never yet by art. forsooth. 

Did ane attain to heavenly stature — 
He lived the nearest God an' truth 

That maist conformed wi' his ain nature. 

The flower that sprang, the bird, the bee 
That joyed when God's great sun was sheenin', 

Were dear unto her heart, an' she 

Had glimpses o' their deepest meanin'. 

She caredna for the Latin names 

Bestowed on them by men o' leamin', 

Twas but their habits, haunts, an' hames, 
That Tibbie reckoned worth discernin'. 



TIBBIE TAMBON. 151 



An' maist she loved the sweet wee flowers, 
Wi* a' their buds an' blossoms tender ; 

An* strove to ken, wi* a' her powers. 
The tribute they to man cud render. 

For they were precious ane an* a*, 

nk yieldin* its peculiar juices ; 
Though there were mony a Johnie Eaw 

That neither kent them nor their uses. 

But Tibbie kent them a' fu* weel, 
An* aft in sunny summer weather 

She wandered *mang them wi* her creel, 
Intent the usefu' anes to gather. 

Though man, whatever be his will, 
Maun gang just when his Maker pleases, 

Yet Tibbie aft had proved her skill 
To check the course o* maist diseases. 

Puir fouk, afflicted wi* a hoast, » l 

Or suflferin* frae the jaundice, maybe, 

Wad dootless hae been early lost 
But for the timely aid o* Tibbie. 

The rich, when doctors wad declare 
That death was just aboot to throttle, 

Wad aften send in their despair, 
For Tibbie Tamson wi* her bottle. 

An* though it made her heart f u' wae 
When high-bred anes wad thus annoy *er, 

She never yet refused to gae 
An* battle wi* the dread destroyer. 
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But though she prized the plants an' floweis, 
An* used them as it was her duty, 

She spent the sweetest o* her hours 
In contemplation o' their beauty. 

Amang the bonnie muirs an' wuds 
She aften took her lanely rambles, 

Eegardless o' her hamely duds, 

Whilk aft were torn by briers an' brambles. 

She lo'ed the yellow tormentil 

That raised its heid aboon the heather. 

Likewise the sweet wee pimpernel 

That warned the shepherds o' the weather. 

An' aft she gar't oor youngsters quail 
Describin' some dark child o' Flora, — 

A wolf s-bane, or a deadly dwale. 
Or drowsy, dreamy mandragora. 

But time rolled on, an' Tibbie grew 
Beneath its blighting touch fu' feeble ; 

Yet as towards her end she drew 
She aye was couthie an' agreeable. 

Death cam' at length, an' closed her e'e 

When Autumn's waef u' winds were sighing ; 

An' as she'd wished, a green fir tree 
!Noo marks the spot whar she is lying. 

She's noo 'mang everlasting flowers. 
An' happier far than we cud wis her ; 

But while shall throb these hearts of ours 
We'll never, never cease to miss her. 
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THE WOODMAN. 

'HE morning dawns, the air is cliill, 

From each, rude roof the smoke ascends ; 
And see, with axe and pruning bill, 
The woodman to his labour wends. 

These biting breezes from the north, 
He through his russet garb must feel. 

Though doubtless ere he ventured forth 
He had a hearty morning meal. 

The startled hare leaps at his foot, 

From couch where it all night hath lain ; 

The robin — other birds are mute — 
Is warbling forth a plaintive strain. 

Now, in the shelter of the wood. 
He moves with slower pace along, 

And breaks the sleeping solitude 
With fragments of a simple song. 

As through the thicket now he goes, 
Where linger still the shadows gray, 

The dry, hard hemlock stalks he mows 
And brambles that obstruct his way. 

The tiny flower that lifts its head. 
Despite the breath of winter stem, 

Is crushed beneath his careless tread, 
And fading frond of many a fern. 
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But soon his heavy axe he plies, 
And at each stroke the wood lesounds ; 

The cooing cushat startled flies 
To seek repose in quieter grounds. 

And as his pruning-hook he wields, 
Where boughs are intertwining much, 

The withered woodruff kindly yields 
Its perfume to his slightest touch. 

With wayward Nature thus he strives 
In that wide wHdemess alone. 

And when the noontide hour arrives 

He eats his dinner from a stone. i. 

And toiling ever day by day. 
From dawn until the dusk comes down. 

He drives corroding care away, 

Nor heeds if Fortune smile or frown. 

Much good, indeed, we all might learn 

From that wise woodman's simple ways, 
If we, weak ones, could but discern 

The meaning of our hours and days. 

■• 

0, let us then with lusty stroke. 
Like woodmen, still do what we can 

To smite whatever tends to choke 
The true nobility in man. 

For we, whatever craft we ply, 

Are stiU but brothers great and small ; 

And woe to him who dare deny 
The One great Father of us all ! 
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A LEAF FROM GRANDMOTHER'S SCRAP-BOOK. 

UD I cliance i' the gloamin' to meet an auld wife, 
Wi' a beard on her chin, an' a staflf in her hand, 
I'd rin frae her gate as Td rin for my life, 

Gif the Deil were ahint me wi' a' his black band. 

Sud I happen thereafter to see a black cat 

Loup through a wee winnock, or hole in the wa', 

I'd look if a twig o' St John's-wort I'd gat. 
Lest it sud be the same withered carlin I saw. 

I like na the corbie, his sang is but harsh, 

As he sits on some blast-blighted stump o' a tree ; 

An' the muckle black taed that loups i' the marsh, 
0, 1 wish he were mony a lang mile frae me. 

The wee yellow-yorlin, I winna misca't, 

Lest it sud be mine to dree dool for my pains ; 

Eicht fair are its feathers, but mind it has gat 
Twa draps o* the Deevil's black-bluid in its veins. 

Guid keep me aye far frae the " mune-bowing tyke," 
An' the pyot that chatters high up on the tree ; 

Frae the whittret that squeaks fry its hole in the dyke. 
For the sicht o't alane is ;richt gruesome to me. 

In this wonderfu' age, whan the f ouk are gaun daft, 
An' hae new-fangled notions o' maist things atweel, 

Hoo can we expect they'll believe in witchcraft. 
Whan they scarce can believe in a God or a Deil % 

But though sceptical bodies sud e'en be sae rash 

As to laugh at an auld wife for wearin' a charm ; . 

I will still prize a sprig o' the green mountain ash — 1 

Sud it do me sma' guid, it can do me nae harm. 
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VERSES WRITTEN TO THE MEMORY OF SEVERAL 
FRIENDS AND ACQUAINTANCES. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF MR JAMES MORTON, 

Which Took Place at His Eesidencb, Blaib Cottage, Oaklet, 

ON Uth Novembeb 1868. 



NT> thou art gone : so good, so noble-hearted, 
Fallen in the freshness of thy bright noon-day 1 
The dread Death-Angel hath but seldom parted 
A purer spirit from its shroud of clay. 

Thou wert esteemed alike for thy refinement 
Amid life's bustle and at thine own hearth ; 

And many a heart bewaileth thy consignment 
To the cold bosom of the silent earth. 

Affectionate thou wert, straightforward, dutiful. 
Revering all mankind — thyseK revered, 

A true admirer of the good and beautiful. 
Where'er these God-like qualities appeared. 

Thou didst not need to wear the rigid feature. 
Thy life required no sanctimonious screen ; 

Thy guileless, pure, imselfish, earnest nature 
Loathed whatsoe'er was vile, or false, or mean. 
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Thou loved'st the poor ; and struggling men and women, 

Bound by the hardships of life's low estate, 
Shall miss thee sadly when the hunger demon 

Tempts in the wilderness of hapless fate. 

Yet thou'rt but gone from earth's sin-blighted regions, 
Where Time and Death the brightest things will sere. 

To join the great regenerated legions 
In a far happier and holier sphere. 

And oh ! may she who now in anguish weepeth,* 
Mourning thee more than all the world beside. 

Look fax beyond the grave, which only keepeth 
That o'er which Death miist for a while preside. 

She joumeyeth alone ; oh ! God defend her, 

Till the last step of her lone march is o'er. 
When she shall thee meet in immortal splendour. 

And joy in joy, that's joy for evermore. 



LINES COMMEMORATIVE OF WILLIAM WATT, 

Who Died January 22, 1879, Aged 71 Yeabs. 



flp AEEWELL, dear father ; thou hast won 
^^ The victory, all thy pangs are o'er, 
Thy life's long, toilsome course is run, 
And we shall not beneath the sun 
Behold thee suffer any "more. 



* Mrs Morton is the anthoress of a Tolume of beantifol Scottish poetiy. 
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Though man must reap as he hath sown, 

For thee we have no cause to fear ; 
Beyond thy narrow sphere unknown, 
Such wealth of goodness thou didst own, 
As fitted thee for heaven when here. 

Warm was thy heart, and strong the ties 

That bound thee to thy humble hearth ; 
Thy mind to highest themes could rise, 
Yet didst thou love and sympathise 
With meanest living forms on earth. 

Still loving peace — no venomed dart 

Thou at thine adversary flung, 
And, free from sanctimonious art, 
The faith that buoyed thy beating heart, 
Was all too sacred for thy tongue. 

Thou hadst thy failings, it is true ; 

"No perfect man hath yet been bom, 
'Not any perfect thing e'er grew — 
The sweetest rose that bursts to view 

Hath still upon its stalk a thorn. 

Where thou art gone perfection reigns. 

And all is beautiful and fair; 
Oh ! when the soother of all pains 
Shall take from us these galling chains, 
May it be ours to meet thee there. 
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LINES COMMEMORATIVE OF MR WILLIAM 

KEIR DAVID, 

Master of the Ship '* Choice," of St. John's, New Brunswick, America, 
who, together with his Wife and only Child, sailed from Wioklow, 
Ireland, on the 8th of November 1872, bound for Cape Breton, America, 
and was never again heard of. 

ELOYED one, tlioii'rt gone, 
Whom erst we called our own, 
Not aught of thee on all the earth 
Shall ever more be known. 

We saw thee put to sea 
In craft both tight and free, 
And that she never reached a port 
Is all we know of thee. 

The moon may wax and wane, 
And tempests lash the main, 
But tidings of that luckless ship 
May never come again. 

Though ocean, never dumb. 
Keeps up its ceaseless hum, 
No whisper of thee any more 
To our dull ears may come. 

Though tongue may never tell 
What dread mischance befell, 
We know that in that awful hour 
Thy stout heart stood thee welL 
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Though thou wert ever brave, 
No laurel bough may wave 
In that great green sea- valley 
Which hath become thy grave. 

No more- a captain true 
Thoult pipe thy willing crew : 
The piping of an angeFs trump 
Hath summoned them anew. 

Thy wife and only child, 
0*er ocean dark and wild, 
Had gone with thee to seek a home 
Where better fortune smiled. 

And thou hast gone to rest 
With her thou loved'st the best, 
That tender bud of infancy 
Still nestling on her breast. 

Thou dwell'st in brightest spheres. 
With angels for thy peers, 
And why should we go wailing here 
Throughout the waning years 1 

Thy life's great voyage is o'er, 
Thou'st reached a peaceful shore, 
And soon it may be ours to go 
Where thou hast " gone before ;'* 

And there with thee to stay. 
While ages pass away. 
And not a cloud shall rise to dim 
Our bright eternal day. 
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LINES IN MEMORY OF MR C. D. THOMSON, 

SOLICITOR, MONTROSE, 

Who Died 18th Mat 1877. 

ft 

" O for the tonch of a vanished hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still." — Tennyson. 

ELOYED one, whom death has taken, 
Ere yet thou hadst been seared with age. 
Thine absence doth our grief awaken ; 
And though our faith be still unshaken. 
We cannot yet our tears assuage. 

Though thou art gone, let us remember. 

As we amid these shadows roam, 
That, ere the dawn of life's December, 
Thou hast but found a brighter chamber 

In the universal home. 

Reserved thou wert — not condescending 

To mingle with the vain or rude ; 
Yet warm of heart, the poor befriending, 
And with rare energy defending 

The true, the beautiful, the good. 

Though not like those who, sagely sitting, 

God's universe would seem to scan. 
Still hadst thou light, as was befitting, 
Nor wert thou backward in admitting 

The boundless brotherhood of man. 

One mourns for thee, who still was nearest 
Unto thy heart while here in time, — 



^- 
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On whom thy death-blow fell severest ; 
PerchaD.ce her feeble moan thou hearest. 
Amid the silences sublime. 

Thou answerest not, though she entreat thee, 

Yet when life's mournful march is o'er, 
Should it be hers in heaven to meet thee. 
Her disencumbered soul shall greet thee 
With joy upon that tranquil shore. 

! may we all, though toiling ever. 
Keep looking upward, as is meet ; 
And when across Death's dreary river 
Our pulses shall have ceased to quiver, 
May we be found at Jesus* feet. 



I 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF MRS BLYTH, 

Which Took Place at New Zealand, 1st Novembeb 1874. 

" Te watch, like Gk>d, the rolling hours 
With larger, other eyes than ovaB."—Tenny8on. 

HOTJ art gone, beloved one ! Thou whose lot 
Led thee from kindred and thy native shore ; 
More than sweet life thou wert to us, yet not 
On all the earth shall we behold thee more. 

Sweet Annie, beauteous as the dawning mom, 
BeloVd and cherished more than all the rest. 

Though from our bosoms thus untimely torn, 
Yet would we Hscmt it hath been for the best. 
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Our memories bear us backward to the days 
Wben thou, as yet a little prattling thing, 

Wert dancing merrily o'er life's sunny ways, 
Blithesome as bird amid the boughs of spring. 

And, oh ! what ecstacy of joy was ours ; 

For thou, brimful of innocence and mirth, 
Wouldst ever on our pathway strew bright flowers, 

And make sweet music by our joyous hearth. 

And when a loving husband thou hadst found, 
And gone with him beyond the briny main, 

Our hearts to thee were by strong fetters bound, 
And distance could but lengthen out the chain. 

But still from thee came many a missive kind, 
With love to us across the swelling sea ; 

And oft at midnight, on our couch reclined. 

Our prayers went upward to the Throne for thee. 

On one thou hadst best6wed thy heart and hand. 
Whose arm in danger still was round thee thrown; 

And thou, though distant from thy native land, 
Hadst found a home and dear ones of thine own. 

And these, who were thy pride, so young and fair. 
Though pillowed on a faithful father's breast, 

Will doubtless miss thy tenderness and care. 
As fledglings miss a mother from the nest. 

So Annie, fare thee well — farewell until 
We meet with thee Above — a spotless soul; 

And thitherward 'tis ours to journey still 
In joy or sorrow, till we reach that goaL 
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LINES TO THE MEMORY OF JOHN PAUL, 

Who Dibd on the 24th of Fbbbuabt 1875, Aged One 
Yeab and Eleven Months. 



" He reaps the bearded grain at a breath. 
And the flowers that grow between." — LongfeUow. 



;H ! where art thou, sweet flower of flowers, 
Our little darling boy % 
Thou brought'st to these sad hearts of ours 
Such wealth of hope and joy. 

Thy pilgrimage of life is o'er. 

Thy brief, bright course is run, 
And we shall never see thee more. 

While here, beneath the sun. 

Thee to our hearts we press not now 

At mom or evening tide. 
Though more unto these hearts wert thou 

Than aught on earth beside. 

Thou as some beauteous star didst seem. 

That through dark shadows hath 
Still thrown a bright but transient gleam 

On some poor pilgrim's path. 

We meet with angels unawares ; 

So thou to us wert given. 
That we amid life's toils and cares 

Might taste the joys of Heaven. 
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"With thee was music all day long — 

The prattle of thy play 
Was sweet as is the linnet's song, 

Among the buds in May. 

In vain we cast our eyes around, 

Thy form we shall not see ; 
Within that daisy- spangled mound 

Lies all earth holds of thee. 

But thou, sweet one, while here we moan. 

Art safe in bliss Above — 
Thy sinless spirit hath but gone 

To Him whose name is Love. 

And we, when all life's care and pain 

And bitter toil shall cease. 
Shall surely meet with thee again 

Li that sweet Land of Peace. 



LINES IN MEMORY OF MRS GEORGE 

ROBERTSON, 

Who Died 23d Maboh 1878, Aged 67 Ysabs. 

UE hearts, dear mother, bleed for thee, 
Since thou &om us hast thus been taken ; 
Thy form again we shall not see 

Until that mom when we awaken 
In that bright land where woe-oppressed, 
And weary, way-worn ones may rest. 
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Thou didst not fall, as doth the flower, 

"When early stonns with wrath are rending, 

But in the tranquil evening hour, 

We saw thy sun of life descending, — ' 

So dear unto thy heart was peace, 

Thou scarce couldst feel its throbhing cease. 

Thou never didst behold a wrong, 
But thou wert ready to reprove it, 

And though established, firm, and strong. 
Thy aim was ever to remove it, — 

So much of good to thee was given, 
As made the earth to thee a heaven. 

To us, thy children, thou wert kind. 
And taught us to beware of rudeness ; 

But we were wayward oft and blind. 
And failed to recognise thy goodness. 

Thy worth in full we did not know. 
Till death at length had laid thee low. 

So farewell, mother — ^thy pure soul 
Hath passed into that land of glory. 

Where, as the long millenniums roll, 
l^aught ever shall grow old or hoary — 

Where, free from pain and dread of doom. 
The everlasting flowers shall bloom. 



If 
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LINES COMMEMORATIVE OF JAMES DRYDEN 

SMITH, 

Who Dikd at DuimEE, Maboh 20, 1874, Aqed 19 Ybabs. 




'HY should we mourn, dear one, for thee, 
Since all thy woes are o'er 1 
From sin and sorrow thou art free. 
Thy frail bark, tossed on life's rough sea. 
Hath reached a tranquil shore. 

Apart from us thou long hadst been ; 

Our hopes of thee were high. 
Thy malady thou sought'st to screen 
From us, until, with pallid mien, 

Thou didst come home to die. 

Reserved thou wert, yet held most dear 

By those who knew thee best ; 
And many a kindred heart drew near. 
As thou approached'st the valley drear, 

Which brought thee to thy rest. 

Unselfish, too, in all thy ways — 

In sickness as in health ; 
And in thy life's last lonely days, 
Twas still thy aim our hopes to raise, 

Unmindful of thyself. 
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• I 

"We seek thee oft, yet find thee not — 

Our grief will not be stayed. y 

By us thou'lt never be forget, 
Our tears shall still bedew the spot 

Where thou art lowly laid. 

But why should we, throughout the years, 

Go mourning here below 1 
Thou hast but gone to join thy peers. 
In brighter, higher, holier spheres. 

Than any that we know. 
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